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THE LEAGUE OF THE ALPS, 



OR 



THE MEETING ON THE FIELD OP GRthU. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It was in the ye&r 1306, that the Swiss rose against the 
tyranny of the Bailiffs appointed over them by Albert of Austria. 
The field called the GrQtli, at the foot of the SeeUsberg, and near 
the boundaries of Uri and Unterwalden, was fixed upon by 
three spirited yeomen, Walter Forst (the father-in-law of Wil- 
liam Tell), Werner Stauffacher, and Emi (or Arnold) Melchthal, 
as their place of meeting, to deliberate on the accomplishment 
of their projects. 

** Hither came Forst and Melchthal, along secret paths over 
the heights, and Stauffacher in his boat across the Lake of the 
Four Cantons. On the night preceding the 11th of November, 
1907, they met here, each with ten associates, men of approved 
worth ; and while at this solemn hour they were wrapt in the 
contemplation that on their success depended the fate of their 
whole posterity, Werner, Walter, and Arnold held up their 
hands to heaven, and in the name of the Almighty, who has 
created man to an inalienable degree of freedom, swore jointly 
and strenuously to defend that freedom. The thirty associates 



4 ADVERTISEMENT. 

beard the oath with awe; aod with uplifted hands attested the 
same God, and all his eunts, that they were firmly bent on 
otTering up their Uvea for the defence of their injured liberty. 
They then cahnly agreed on their future proceedings, and for 
the present, each returned to his hamleL" — PJanJa'« Hiitwi/ qf 
Ihe Htltetic Cot\ftderacy. 

On the first day of the year 1308, they succeeded in throwiug 
offthe Austrian yoke, and "it is well attested," says the same 
author, " that not one drop of blood was shed on this memorable 
occasion, nor had <me proprietor to lament the loss of a claim, 
a privilege, or an inch of land. The Swiss met on the succeed- 
ing sabbath, and once more confirmed by oath their ancient, 
and (is they fondly named it) their perpetual league." 




THE 



LEAGUE OF THE ALPS. 



I. 



TwAS night upon the Alps. — ^The Senn's' wild horn, 
Like a wind's voice, had pour'd its last long tone, 
Whose pealing echoes, through the larch-woods borne. 
To the low cabins of the glens made known 
That welcome steps were nigh. The flocks had gone. 
By cliff and pine-bridge, to their place of rest ; 
The chamois slumber'd, for the chase was done ; 
His cavern-bed of moss the hunter prest. 
And the rock-eagle couch'd, high on his cloudy nest. 
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U. 



Did the land sleep ? — die woodman's axe had ceas'd 
Its riugiog notes upon the beech and plane ; 
The g^pes were gathered in ; the nnt^e'feast 
Was ctos'd upon the hills, the reaper's strain 
Hushed by the streams ; the year was in its wane, 
The night in its mid-watch ; it was a time 
E'en marked and hallowed unto Slumber's reign. 
But thoughts were stirring, resdess and sublime, 
And o'er his white Alps mov'd the Spirit of the clime. 
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IV. 



Yet thus it was — amidst the fleet streams gushing 
To bring down rainbows o'er their sparry cell, 
And the glad heights, through mist and tempest rushing 
Up where the sun's red fire-glance earliest fell, 
And the fresh pastures, where the herd's sweet bell 
Recall'd such life as Eastern patriarchs led ; — 
There peasant-men their free thoughts might not tell 
Save in the hour of shadows and of dread, 
And hollow sounds that wake to Guilt's dull, stealthy tread. 



V. 



But in a land of happy shepherd-homes, 
On its green hills in quiet joy reclining 
With their bright hearth-fires, 'midst the twilight-glooms, 
From bowery lattice through the fir-woods shining ; 
A land of legends and wild songs, entwining 
Their memory with all memories bv'd and blest — 
In such a land there dweUs a power, combining 
The strength of many a calm, but fearless breast ; 
-And woe to him who breaks the sabbath of its rest ! 
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VI. 



A sound went up— the wave's dark sleep was broken— 
On Urt's lake was heard a midnight oar — 
Of man's brief course a troubled moment's token 
111' eternal waters to their barriers bore ; 
And then their gloom a flashing image wore 
Of torch-fires streaming out o'er crag and wood, 
And the wild falcon's wing was heard to soar 
In startled haste — and by that moonli^t-flood, 
A band of patriot men on Griitli's rerdure stood. 
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Vffl. 

O'er their low pastoral valleys might the tide 
Of years have flow'd, and still, from sire to son, 
Their names and records on the green earth died. 
As cottage-lamps, expiring, one by one. 
In the dim glades, when midnight hath begun 
To hush all sound. — But silent on its height, 
The snow-mass, full of death, while ages run 
Their course, may slumber, bath'd m rosy light, 
IHI some rash voice or step disturb its brooding might. 



rx. 



So were they roused — ^th' invading step had past 
Their cabin-thresholds, and the lowly door. 
Which well had stood against the Fohnwind's" blast, 
Could bar Oppression from their homes no more. 
— ^Why, what had she to do where all things wore 
Wild Grandeur's impress ? — ^In the storm's free way, 
How dared she lift her pageant crest before 
Th' enduring and magnificent array 
Of sovereign Alps, that wing'd their eagles with the day ? 

•T 2 
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This might not long be bonie — the tameless hills 
Have voices from the cave aod cataract swelling. 
Fraught with His name, whose awful presence fills 
Their deep lone places, and forever telling 
That He hath made man iree ! — and they whose 

dwelling 
Was in those ancient fastnesses, gave ear ; 
TTie weight of sufferance fiwm their hearts repelling, 
They rose — the forester, tlie mountaineer — 
Oh ! what hath earth more strong than the good peasant- 
spear? 

XI. 
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XII. 



Now had endurance reach'd its bounds ! — ^They came 
Witli courage set in each bright earnest eye, 
The day, tlie signal, and the hour to name, 
When they should gather on their hills to die. 
Or shake the Glaciers with their joyous cry 
For the land's freedom. — Twas a scene, combining 
All glory in itself — the solemn sky. 
The stars, the waves their soften'd light enshrining. 
And Man's high soul supreme o'er mighty Nature shining. 



XIU. 

Calmly they stood, and with collected mien, 
Breathing their souls in voices firm but low. 
As if the spirit of the hour and scene, 
With the wood's whisper, and the wave's sweet flow, 
Had temper'd in their thoughtful hearts the glow 
Of all indignant feeling. To the breath 
Of Dorian flute, and lyre-note soft and slow. 
E'en thus, of old, the Spartan from its sheath 
Drew his devoted sword, and girt himself for death. 
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XIV. 



And three, that seem'd bb chieAains of the band, 
Were gather'd in the midst od that lone shore 
By Uri's liJce — a father of the land,' 
One on his brow the silent record wore 
Of many days, whose shadows had pass'd o'er 
His path amongst the hills, and quencli'd the dreams 
Of youth with sorrow. — Yet from memory's lore 
Still his life's evening drew it^ loveliest gleams, 
For he had walk'd nith God, beside the niountaiu streams' 
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XVI. 

But for such holy rest strong bands must toil, 
Strong hearts endure ! — By that pale elder's side, 
Stood one that seem'd a monarch of the soil, 
Serene and stately in his manhood's pride, 
Werner,* the brave and true ! — ^If men have died. 
Their hearths and shrines inviolate to keep. 
He was a mate for such. — ^The voice, that cried 
Within his breast, " Arise ! " came still and deep 
From his far home, that smil'd, e'en then, in moonlight 
sleep. 



xvu. 



It was a home Do die for ! — as it rose, 
Tlirough its vine-foliage sending forth a sound 
Of mirthful childhood, o'er the green reqpose 
And laughing sunshine of the pastures roiwd ; 
And he whose life to thai sweet spot was bound, 
Rais'd unto Heaven a glad, yet thoughtful ey<e, 
And set his free step finner on the ground. 
When oVr bis soul its melodies went by. 
As through some Alpine pass, a breeze of Italy. 
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xvra. 



But who was he, that on his hunting-spear 
Lean'd with a prouder and more fiery bearing ! 
— His was a brow for tyraot-hearts to fear, 
Within tlie shadow of its dark locks wearing 
That which ibey may not tame — a soul declaring 
War against earth's oppressors. — 'Midst that throng, 
Of other mould he seem'd, and loftier daring. 
One whose blood swept high impulses along, 
One that should pass, and leave a name for warlike song, 
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XX. 



There was at times a wildness in the light 
Of his quick-flashing eye ; a something, born 
Of the free Alps, and beautifully bright, 
And proud, and tameless, laughing Fear to scorn I 
It well might be ! — ^Young Erni's* step had worn 
The manding snows on their most regal steeps, 
And track'd the lynx above the clouds of mom. 
And foUow'd where the flying chamois leaps 
Across the dark-blue rifts, th' unfathom'd glacier-deeps. 



XXI. 

He was a creature of the Alpine sky, 
A being, whose bright spirit had been fed 
'Midst the crown'd heights with joy and liberty. 
And thoughts of power. — He knew each path which led 
To the rock's treasure-caves, whose crystals shed 
Soft light o'er secret fountains. — At die tone 
Of his loud horn, the Lammer-Geyer* had spread 
A startled wing ; for oft that peal had blown 
Where the free cataract's voice was wont to sound alone. 



JXAQVB or THE ALPS. 



xxn. 



His step had track-'d the waste, hu sou) had stiir'd 
The ancient solitudes — his voice had told 
Of wrongs to c<dl down Heaven. '' — That tak was heard 
In Hasli'B dales, and vrfiere the shepherds fold 
Their flocks in dark ravioe and cra^y hold 
On die bleak Oberland ; and where the light 
Of Day's last footstep bathes io burning gold 
Great Rigbi's cHffi ; and where Mount Pilate's height 
Casts o'er his glassy lake the daikness of bis mj^. 
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XXIV. 

They link'd their hands, — they pledg'd their stainless 

fahh, 
In the dread presence of attestmg Heaven — 
Tliey bound their hearts to suffering and to death, 
With the severe and solemn transport given 
To bless such vows. — How man had striven, 
How man might strive, and vamly strive, they knew. 
And call'd upon their Grod, whose arm had riven 
The crest of many a tyrant, since He blew 
The foaming sea-wave on, and Egypt's might o'erthrew. 



XXV. 

They knek, and rose in strength. — ^The vallejrs lay 
Still m their dimness, but the peaks which darted 
Into the bright mid-air, had caught from day 
A flush of fire, when those true Switzers parted, 
Each to his glen or forest, stedfast-hearted. 
And full of hope. Not many suns had worn 
Their setting gloiy, ere from slumber started 
Ten thousand voices, of the mountains bom — 
So far was heard the blast of Freedom's echoing horn ! 

3 
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XXVL 



The ice-vaults trembled, when that peal came rendiDg 
The frozen stillness which around them hung ; 
From cliff to cliff the avalanche descending, 
Gave answer, till the ^y's blue hollows rung ; 
And die |]ame-sigjia]s tlirough the midnight sprung, 
From the Surcnnen rocks like banners streaming 
To the far Seelisberg ; whence light was flung 
On Griilli's field, till all the red lake gleaming 
Shone out, a meteor-heaven In its wild splendor seemiDg. 



XXVII. 

And the winds toss'd each summit's bla^ng crest. 
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xxvm. 

Then, on the silence of die snows there lay 
A Sabbath's quiet sunshine, — and its bell 
Fill'd the hush'd air awhile, with lonely sway ; 
For the stream's voice was chain'd by Winter's spell, 
The deep wood-sounds had ceas'd. — But rock and dell 
Rung forth, ere long, when strains of jubilee 
Peal'd from the mountain-churches, witli a swell 
Of praise to Him who stills the raging sea, — 
For now the strife was clos'd, tlie glorious Alps were free ! 



NOTES. 



Note 1. 
The Sennas wild horn. 



Senn, the name given to a herdsman among the Swiss 
Alps. 



Note 2. 
-Against tJie Fohnwind's blast. 



Fohnwind, the South-east wind, which frequently lays 
waste the country before it. 



Note 3. 
•A father of the land. 



Walter Fiirst, the father-in-law of Tell. 



Note 4. 
Werner, the brave and true f Sfc. 

Werner Stauffacher, who had been urged by his wife to 
rouse and uoite his couiitrymen for the deliverance of 
Switzerland. 

Note 5. 

Yoang Erni's step had worn, S^c. 

Erni, Arnold Melchlhal. 

Note 6. 
The Ldmmer-Geyer had spread, J^c. 

The Lammer-Geyer, the largest kind of Alpine eagle. 
Note?. 
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THE LANDING OF THE PILGRIM FATHERS, 



The breaking waves dashM high 
On a stern and rock-bound coast, 

And the woods, against a stormy sky, 
Their giant branches tost ; 

And the heavy night hung dark 

The hills and waters o'er, 
When a band of exiles moor'd their bark 

On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes. 
They, the true-hearted came, 

Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 
And the trumpet that smgs of fame ; 
4 
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Not as tlie flying come, 

In alencc and in fear, — 
They sliook tlie depths of tlie desert's gloom. 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the stonn they sang, 
And tlic stars heard and ilie sea ! 

And l)ie sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To tlie anthem of tlie free ! 

The ocean-eagle soar'd 

From his nest by the white wave's foam, 
And the rocking pines of the forest roar'tt— 

This was their welcome home ! 
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What sought they thus afar ? 

Bright jewels of tlie mine ? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war ? 

— ^They sought a faith's pure shriue ! 

Ay, call it holy ground. 

The soil where first they trod ! 
They have left unstain'd what there they found — 

Freedom to worsliip God ! 



[ These glorious verses will find an echo in the breast of 
every true descendant of the Pilgrims ; and give the name 
of their authoress a place in many hearts. She has laid our 
community under a common obligation of gratitude. Every 
one must feel the sublimity and poetical truth, with which 
she has conceived the scene presented, and the inspiration 
of that deep and holy strain of sentiment, which sounds 
forth like the pealing of an organ. Ed.] 



THE HEBREW MOTHER. 



The rose was in rich bloom on Sharon's plain, 
Wlien a young mother mth her first-bora thence 
Went up to Son, for the boy was vow'd 
Unto the Temple- service ; — by the hand 
She led him, and her silent soul, the while. 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met her sweet serious glance, rejoic'd to think 
Thai aught so pure, so beautiful, was hers. 
To bring before her God. So pass*d they on. 
O'er Judah's hills ; and wheresoe'er the leaves 
Of die broad sycamore made sounds at noon, 




THE HEBREW MOTHER* 29 

Making its banks green gems along the wild, 

There too she linger'd, from the diamond wave 

Drawing bright water for his rosy lips, 

And softly parting clusters of jet curls 

To bathe his brow. At last the Fane was reach'd, 

The Earth's One Sanctuary — and rapture hush'd 

Her bosom, as before her, through the day, 

It rose, a mountain of white marble, steep'd 

In light, like floating gold. But when that hour 

Wan'd to the farewell moment, when the boy 

Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye 

Beseechingly to hers, and half in fear 

Tum'd from the white-rob'd priest, and round her 

arm 
Clung as the ivy clings — ^the deep spring-tide 
Of Nature then swell'd high, and o'er her child 
Bending, her soul broke forth, in mingled sounds 
Of weepbg and sad song. — " Alas," she cried, 



" Alas ! my boy, thy gende grasp is on me. 
The bright tears quiver in thy pleadmg eyes, 

And now fond thoughts arise, 
And silver coi*ds again to earth have won me ; 
And fike a vine thou claspest my full heart — 

How shall I hence depart ? 
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" How the lone paths retrace where thou weirt playing 
So late, along the mountains, at my side ? 

And I, in joyous pride, 
By every place of Rowers my course delaying 
Wove, e'en as pearls, the lilies round thy hair, 

Beholding thee so fair ! 

" And oh ! the home whence thy bright smile hath 

parted, 
Will it not seem as If the sunny day 

Turn'd from its door away ? 
While through its chambers wandering, weary-hearted, 
1 languish for thy roice, which past me stilt 

Went like a singing rill f 

"Under the palm-trees thou no more sbalt meet me. 
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Thine arms, when darkness as a veil hath wound thee, 
To fold my neck, and lift up, in thy fear, 
A cry which none shall hear ? 

" What have I said, my child ? — ^Will He not hear thee, 
Who the young ravens heareth from their nest ? 

Shall He not guard thy rest, 
And, in the hush of holy midnight near thee, 
Breathe o'er thy soul, and fill its dreams with joy ? 

Thou shalt sleep soft, my boy ! 

" I give thee to thy God — the God that gave thee, 
A wellspring of deep gladness to my heart ! 

And precious as thou art. 
And pure as dew of Hermon, He shall have thee. 
My own, my beautiful, my undefil'd ! 

And thou shalt be His child. 

" Therefore, farewell ! — I go, my soul may fail me. 
As the hart panteth for the water-brooks. 

Yearning for thy sweet looks — 
But thou, my first-bom, droop not, nor bewail me ; 
Thou in the Shadow of the Rock shalt dwell. 

The Rock of Strength.— Farewell ! " 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 



SDBSKSTED XT CHAHTKXT'S STATCK OF LADT L 



Thou art a thing on our dreams to rise, 
'Midst the echoes of longboat melodies, 
And to fling bright dew &om the moming back, 
Fair form ! on each image <^ childhood's track. 
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No ! never more may we smile as tAou 
Sheddest round smiles from thy sunny brow ; 
Yet something it is, in our hearts to shrine 
A memory of beauty undimm'd as thine. 

To have met the joy of thy speaking face, 

To have felt the spell of thy breezy grace. 

To have lingered before thee, and tum'd, and borne 

One vision away of the cloudless mom. 



THE CHILD'S LAST SLEEP. 



T CHAHTRET FOK AH IHrAKt D*D»8TKK O 



Thou sleepest — but when wilt thou nake, fair child i 
— When the fawn awakes 'midst the forest wild ? 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeze of mom, 
When tlie first rich breath of die rose is bom i* 
—Lovely thou steepest, yet somediing lies 
Too deep and still on thy sofl-seal'd eyes ; 
Moumful, though sweet, is thy rest to see — 
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And the glad Spring, calling out bird and bee, 
Shall color all blossoms, fair child, but thee. 

Thou'rt gone from us, bright one — ^that thou shouldst die, 

And life be left to the butterfly ! * 

Thou'rt gone, as a dew-drop is swept from the bough, 

— Oh ! for the world where thy home is now ! 

How may we love but in doubt and fear, 

How may we anchor our fond hearts here. 

How should e'en Joy but a trembler be. 

Beautiful dust ! when we look on thee? 



* A butterfly, as if fluttering on a flower, is sculptured on 
the nionument. 



THE LADY OF THE CASTLE. 



" THE POKTEAIT OALLEKI, 



Thou scesl her pictur'd with her sltuiing hair, 
(Fain'd were ite tresses in Provencal song,) 
Half braided, half o'er cheek and bosom fair 
Let loose, and pouring sunny waves along 
Her gorgeous vest. — A child's light hand is roving 
'Midst the rich curls, and oh ! how meekly loving 
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Of woman's shame, and not with tears ? — she fell ! 
That mother left that child — went hurrying by 
Its cradle — ^haply, not without a sigh — 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She hung — but no ! it could not thus have been, 
For she went on ! — forsook her home, her hearth, 
All pure affection, all sweet household mirth, 
To live a gaudy and dishonor'd thing. 
Sharing in guilt the splendors of a king. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life. 

Girt on his sword for scenes of distant strife ; 

He reck'd no more of glory — ^grief and shame 

Crush'd out his fiery nature, and his name 

Died silendy. — ^A shadow o'er his halls 

Crept year by year ; the minstrel pass'd their walls. 

The warder's horn hung mute ; — meantime the child 

On whose first flowering thoughts no parent smil'd, 

A gende girl, and yet deep-hearted, grew 

Into sad youth ; for weD, too well she knew 

Her mother's tale ! — ^Its memory made the sky 

Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 

Check'd on her lip the flow of song, which fain 

Would there have linger'd ; flush'd her cheek to pain. 

If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone 
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Of sorrow, aa for something lovely gone, 

Ev'n to the Spring's glad voice- — Her own was low, 

And plaintive — oh ! there lie such depths of woe 

In a young blighted spirit. — Manhood rears 

A haughty brow, and Age has done with tears, 

But Youth bows down to misery, in amaze 

At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days ; 

And thus it was with her. — A mournful ^ght 

In one so fair ; for she indeed was fair — 

Not with her modier's dazzling eyes of l%ht, 

Hen were more shadowy, full of thought and prayer, 

And with long lashes o'er a white-rose cheek 

Drooping in gloom, yet tender still, and meek, 

Still that fond child's — and oh ! tlie brow above. 

So pale and pure ! so form'd for holy love 

To gaze upon In silence ! — but she felt 
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A stranger through them broke — tlie orphan maid 
With her sweet voice, and proffer'd hand of aid, 
Tum'd to give welcome ; but a wild sad look 
Met hers ; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion in its gushing mood. 
Knelt at her feet, and bath'd them with such tears 
As rain the hoarded agonies of years 
From the heart's urn — and with her white lips prest 
The ground they trod — then, burying in her vest 
Her brow's deep flush, sobb'd out, " Oh ! undefiled ! 
I am thy mother ! — spurn me not, my child ! " 

Isaure had pray'd for that lost mother — wept 
O'er her stain'd memory, when the happy slept, 
In the hush'd midnight ; stood with mournful gaze 
Before yon picture's smile of other days ; 
But never breath'd in human ear the name 
Which weigh'd her being to the earth with shame. 
What marvel if the anguish of surprise. 
The dark remembrances, the alter'd guise. 
Awhile o'erpower'd her ? — ^from the weeper's touch 
She shrank — 'twas but a moment — ^yet too much 
For that all humbled one — its mortal stroke 
Came down like lightning's, and her full heart broke 



H) THE LADV OP THE CASTLE. 

At once in silence. — Heavily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone, 
Those long fair tresses — they still brightly wore 
Their early ptide, though bound with pearls no more- 
Bursting tlieir fillet, in sad beau^ roU'd, 
And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'er her — call'd her — 'twas too late ! 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own proud gate. — 
The joy of courts, the star of knight and bard — 
How didst thou fall, oh ! bright-hair'd Ermengarde ! 
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TO THE IVY. 



OCCASIONED BY RSOEIYING A LEAF GATHBftBO IN THE 

CASTLE OF RHEINFELS. 

Oh ! how could Fancy crown with thee, 

In ancient days, the god of wine, 
And bid thee at the banquet be, 

Companion of the vine f 
Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 

Of revelry hath long been o'er ; 
Where song's full notes once peal'd around, 

But now are heard no more. 

The Roman, on his battle plains, 

Where kings before his eagles bent, 
Entwin'd thee, with exulting strains, 

Around the victor's tent ; 
Yet there though, fresh in glossy green, 

Triumphandy thy boughs might wave, — 
Better thou lov'st the silent scene, 

Around the victor's grave. 
G 



TO THE IVY. 

Where sleep the sons of ages flomi, 

The bards and heroes of the past, 
Where, through the halls of glory gcHie, 

Murmurs the wintry blast ; 
Where years are hastening to eflace 

Each record of the grand and fan- — 
Thou in thy solitary grace, 

Wreath of the tomb l art tliere. 



Oh ! many a temple, once subbme, 

Beneath a blue, Italian sky. 
Hath tK)ught of beauty left by time, 

Save thy wild tapestry. 
And, rear'd 'midst crags and clouds, 'tjs thine 

To wave where banners wav'd of yore, 
iwers tliai crest tlie noble Rhine, 
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The breathing forms of Parian stone, 

That rise round Grandeur's marble halls ; 
The vivid hues by painting thrown 

Rich o'er the glowing walls ; 
Th' acanthus on Corinthian fanes, 

In sculptur'd beauty wavmg fair, — 
These perish all — and what remains ? — 

Thou, thou alone art there. 

'Tis still the same — where'er we tread, 

The wrecks of human power we see, 
The marvels of all ages fled. 

Left to Decay and thee. 
And still let man his fabrics rear, 

August in beauty, grace, and strength — 
Days pass, thou " Ivy never sere," * 

And all is thine at length. 



* " Ye myrtles brown, and ivy never sere." 

Lycidas, 



ON A LEAF FTIOM THE TOMB OF VIRGIL. 



And W8S thy borne, pale mtber'd thing, 
BeDealh the rich blue southern sky ? 
Weit thou a nurselu^ of the Spring, 
The winds, and suds of glorious Italy ? 

Those suns in golden light, e'en now, 
Look o'er the Poet's lorely grave, 
Those winds are breathing soft, but thou 
Answering their whisper, there no more shalt wave. 
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Another leaf ere now hath sprung, 

On the green stem which once was thine — 
When shall another strain be sung 
Like his whose dust hath made that spot a shrine ? 



FOR A DESIGN OF A BUTTERFLY RESTING 
ON A SKULL. 



CREATtTRE of air and light, 
Emblem of that which may not fade or die. 

Wilt thou not speed thy flight, 
To chose the south-wind tlirough the glowing sky ? 

What lures thee thus to suy, 

With Silence and Decay, 
Fi%.'6 on the wreck of cold Mortality ? 
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Who seeks the vanisb'd bird 
By the forsaken nest and broken shell f — 

Far thence he sings unheard, 
Tet free and joyous in the woods to dweU. 

Thou of the sunshine born, 

Take the bright wings of mom ! 
Thy hope calls heaven-ward from yon ruin'd cell. 



THE LOST PLEIAD. 



" Like the loet Pleiad eeen tto taxm below." 



And is there glory from the heavens departed ? 

—Ob ! void tinmark'd ! — thy nsters of the sky 
Still hold their place on high, 
Though from its rank thbe orb so long bath started, 
Tbou, that [» more art seen of mortal eye. 



Hath the night lost a gem, the regal night f 
She wears her crown of old magnificei; 
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Couldst thou be shaken from thy radiant place 
Ev'n as a dew-drop from the myrtle spray, 
Swept by the wind away ? 
Wert thou not peopled by some glorious race, 
And was there power to smite them with decay? 

Why, who shall talk of thrones, of sceptres riven? 
— Bow'd be our hearts to think of what we are. 
When from its height afar 
A world sinks thus — and yon majestic heaven 
Shines not the less for that one vanish'd star ! 



THE SLEEPER ON MARATHON. 



I LAT upon the solenin plain 

And by the funeral mound. 
Where those who died not there in vaio, 

Their place of sleep had found. 
Twas silent where the free blood gush'd, 

When Peraa came airay'd — 
So many a voice had there been hush'd, 

So many a footstep stay'd. 
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I saw their spears, on that red field, 

Flash as in time gone by — 
Chas'd to the seas, without his shield 

I saw the Persian Oy. 
I woke — the sudden trumpet's blast 

CallM to another fight — 
From visions of our glorious past, 

Who doth not wake in might ? 



TROUBADOUR SONG. 

The warrior cross'd tlie ocean's foam, 
For Ihe stormy fields of war — 

The maid was lefl in a smiling home. 
And a sunay laud afar. 

His voice was heard where javelin showers 
Pour'd on the steel-clad tine ; 

Her step was 'midst the summer-flowers, 
Her seat beneath the vine. 
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As roses die, when the blast is come, 

For aU things bright and fair- 
There was death within the smiling home, 

How had death found her there ? 



THE TRUMPET. 



The trumpet's voice bath rous'd the land, 

Light up the beacoD^yre ! 
— ^A hundred bills have seen the brand 

And wav'd the ugn of fire. 
A hundred banners to the breeze 

Their goi^eous folds have cast — 
And bark ! — was that the sound of seas f 

—A king to war went past. 
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The bard bath ceas'd his song, and bound 

The falchion to his side ; 
E'en for the marriage altar crown'd, 

The lover quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and fear, 

By earthly clarion spread ! — 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the dead ? 









BERNARDO DEL CARPIO. 



The celebnited'Spcmiih chunpion, Bernardo del Cirpio, hiv- 
ing made raany ineffectual efforts to procure the release of hia 
father, the Count Soldana, who had been imprisoned by King 
Alfonso of Asturias, almost from the time of Bernardo's birth, at 
last took up arms in despair. The war which he maintained 
jprored so destructive, that the men of the land gathered rotuid 
the king, and united in demanding Saldana's liberty. Alfonso 
accordingly offered Bernardo immediate possession of his 
ftther'a person, in exchange for hia castle of Carpio. Bernardo, 
without hesitation, gave up his strong hold with all his captives, 
and being aaeured that his father was then on his way from 
prison, rode forth with the king to meet him. "And when he 
saw his father approaching, he exclaimed," says the ancient 
chronicle, "' Oh ! God, is the Count of Saldana indeed coming?' 
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'' I bring thee here my fortress-keys, I bring my captive 

train, 
I pledge thee faith, my iiege, my lord !— oh ! break my 

father's chain ! " 



** Rise, rise ! ev'n now thy father comes, a ransom'd man 

this day; 
Mount thy good horse, and thou and I will meet him on 

his way." — 
Then lightly rose that loyal son, and bounded on his 

steed, 
And urg'd, as if vrith lance in rest, the charger's foamy 

speed. 



And b ! from far, as on they press'd, there came a glit- 
tering band. 

With one that 'midst them stately rode, as a leader m the 
land; 

— ^^ Now haste, Bernardo, haste ! for there, in very truth, 
is he, 

The father whom thy faithful heart hath yeam'd so long 
to see." 

8 
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His dark eye flash'd, — bis proud breast beav'd, — lus 

cheek's hue came and went, — 
He reach'd that grey-hair'd cliieftaiu's ^de, and there 

dismounting bent, 
A lowly knee to earth he beat, liis father's hand he 

took — 
What was there in its toucli that aU bis fiery spirit 

shook?— 



That hand was cold — a frozen thing— it dropp'd from his 

like lead — 
He kwk'd up to the &ce above, — the &ce was of the 

dead — 
A plume wav'd o'er the noble brow — the brow was fixM 

and white — 
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Hiey might have chainM him as before that stony form 

he stood, 
For the power was stricken from his arm, and fix)m his 

lip the blood. 



"Father!'' at length he murmur'd low — and wept like 

childhood then — 
Talk not of grief till thou hast seen the tears of warlike 

men! — 
He thought on all his glorious hopes, and all his young 

renown- 
He flung his falchion from his side, and in the dust sat 

down. 



Then covering with his steel-glov'd hands his darkly 

mournful brow, 
" No more, there is no more," he said, " to lift the sword 

for now — 
My king is false, my hope betray'd, my father— oh ! the 

worth. 

The glory, and the loveliness are pass'd away from 
earth. 
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BERNARDO DEL CABnO. 



" I thought to stand where banners wav'd, my sire ! beskle 

thee yet — 
I would that there our kindred blood <hi Spam's free seal 

had met — 
Thou wouldst have known my spirit then — for thee my 

fields were won, 
And thou hast perish'd in thy cliains, as though thou hadst 



Then starting from the ground once mwe, he seizM the 
monarch's rein, 

Amidst the pale and wilder'd looks of all the cour6er> 
train; 

And with a fierce o'ermastering grasp the rearing war- 
horse led, 
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The voice, the glance, the heart I sought — ^give answer, 

where are they ? 
— ^If thou wouldst clear thy peijur'd soul, send life through 
this cold clay. 



^'Into these glassy eyes put light — be still ! keep down thine 



Bid these white lips a blessing speak — ^this earth is not my 

sire — 
Give me back him for whom I strove, for whom my blood 

was shed — 

Thou canst not ?— -and a king !-^his dust be mountains on 

thy head!" 



He loosM the steed, — his slack hand fell — ^upon the silent 

face 
He cast one long, deep, troubled look, then tum'd from 

that sad place — 
His hope was crush'd, his after-fate untold in martial 

strain — 
His banner led the spears no more amidst the hiUs of 

Spain. 



THE DYING BARD'S PROPHECY. 



AT TH£ Tni£ OF THE SUPPOSED MASSACRE BX EDWABD I. 



The Hall of Harps is looe this night, 
And cold the chieftain's hearth ; 
It hath no mead, it hath no light, 
No voice of melody, no sound of mirth. 
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Thou hast laid low the warrior's head, 

The minstrers chainless hand ; 
Dreamer ! that numberest with the dead 
The burning spirit of the mountain-land. 

Think'st thou, because the song hath ceas'd. 

The sotil of song is flown ? 
Think'st thou it woke to crown the feast. 
It liv'd beside the ruddy hearth alone f 

No ! by our names and by our blood, 

We leave it pure and free — 
Though hush'd awhile, that sounding flood 
Shall roll in joy through ages yet to be. 

We leave it, 'midst our country's woe, 

The birthright of her breast — 
We leave it, as we leave the snow. 
Bright and eternal, on Eryri's* crest. 

We leave it, with our fame to dwell. 
Upon our children's breath — 



* Eryri, the Welsh name for Snowdon. 



I THE DYINQ BARD'S PROPHBCT. 

Our voica ia thcnrs Amugh time ahaD awell — 
The bard hath gifts of prophecjr from death. 

He dies — but yet the mounuins stand, 

Yet sweeps the torrent's tide, 
And this is yet Aneurin's* land — 
Winds ! bear the spoiler oae more tone of pride. 



* Aneuiin, s celebrated ancient British bard. 
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THE WRECK. 



Aix night the booming minute-gun 

Had peal'd along the deep, 
And mournfully the rising sun 

Look'd o'er the tide-worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral strand, 

Before the raging blast, 
Had vail'd her topsaik to the sand. 

And bow'd her noble mast. 

The queenly ship ! — ^brave hearts had striven. 

And true ones died with her — 
We saw her mighty cable riven, 

Like floating gossamer. 
We saw her proud flag struck that mom, 

A star once o'er the seas — 
Her anchor gone, her deck uptorn, 

And sadder thmgs than these. 
9 



THE WRECK. 

We saw her treasures cast away — 

The rocks with pearls were aowd, 
And strangely sad, the ruby's ray 

Flash'd out o'er Iretted stone. 
And gold was strewn the wet sands o'er, 

IJke ashes by a breeze — 
And gorgeous robes — but oh ! that shore 

Had sadder things than these ! 

We saw the strong man still and low, 
A crush'd reed thrown aade — 

Yet by that rigid lip and brow, 
Not without strife be died. 

And near him on the sea-weed lay — 
Till then we had not wept, 

But well our gusliing hearts might say. 
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And beautiful 'midst that wild scene, 

Gleam'd up the boy's dead face, 
Like Slumber's, trustingly serene. 

In melancholy grace. 
Deep in her bosom lay his head. 

With half-shut violet eye-— 
He had known litde of her dread, 

Nought of her agony ! 

Oh ! human Love, whose yearning heart. 

Through all things vainly true, ^ 
So stamps upon thy mortal part 

Its passionate adieu — 
Surely thou hast another lot. 

There is some home for thee, \ 

Where thou shalt rest, remembering not 

The moaning of the sea ! 



A VOYAGER'S DREAM OF LAND. 



— Hb very heart athint 



' To gvze at Nature in her green am,y, 
UpoD the dup's tall aide he staoda^ poanes'd 
With visions prompted b; ii^nse desire ; 
Fail fields appear below, such ae he left 
Far distant, such as be would die to find — 
He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more. 
Cwoper. 
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And Ae ^bom on its path as h steak away 

Into deeper idiades from the auhry day, 

And the large water-lilies that o'er its bed 

Their pearly leaves to the soft light spread, 

They haunt me ! — ^I dream of that bright spring's flow, 

I thirst for its rills, like a wounded roe. 



Be stiU, thou sea-bird, with thy clanging cry, 
My spirit sickens as thy wing sweeps by ! 

Know ye my home, with the lulling sound 
Of leaves from the lime and the chestnut round ? 
Know ye it, brethren, where bower'd it lies. 
Under the purple of southern skies ? 
With the streamy gold of the sun that shines 
In through the cloud of its clustering vines. 
And the breath of the iainting myrde-flowers. 
Borne from the mountains in dewy hours. 
And thefire-%'s glance through the darke&iiig shades, 
Like shooting stars in the forest-glades. 
And the scent of the citron at eve's dim fall- 
Speak ! — have ye known, have ye Felt them fdl f 

The heavy-rollmg surge, — the rocking mast ! 

Hush ! — give my dream's deep music way, thou blast ! 



70 A VOYAGER'S DREAU OF liAND. 

Oh ! the glad aoonds of the joyous evth ! 

The notes of the nog^g cicala's mirth, 

The murmurs dial live in ttie mountaio-pioes. 

The sighJDg of reeds as the day declines, 

The wings flitting borne through the crimson glow 

That steeps the woods when the sun is low, 

The voice of the night-bird that sends a thrill 

To the heart of the leaves when the winds are still— 

I bear them ! — around me they rise, they swell. 

They claim back ray spirit with Hope to dweU, 

They come with a breath from the fresh spring-time, 

And waken my youth in its hour of prime. 

The white foam dashes high — away, away, 

Sbroud my green land no more, thou blinding spray 1 
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To the depths of the woods, where the shadows rest, 
Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, 
To the rocks that resound with the water's pity — 
I hear the sweet laugh of my fount — give way ! 

Give way ! — the booming surge, the tempest's roar. 
The sea-bird's wail, shall vex my soul no more. 



74 THE ORAVB OP KORNER. 

Tbe geoUc girl, that bow'd her fair young head, 
When thou wf/tt gone, in silent sorrow dying. 
Brother, true friend ! tlie tender and the brave — 
She pin'd to share tliy grave. 

Fame was tliy gift froni others— but for her. 

To whom the wide world held (bat only spot — 

She lov'd thee— lovely in your lives ye were. 
And in your early deaths divided not. 

Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy — what hath she P 
— Her own blest place by thee ! 

It was thy sprit, brother I iriiich had made 

Tbe bright world glorious to her thoughtful eye. 

Since first in childhood 'midst the vines ye play'd, 
And sent glad singing through the free blue sky. 
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The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled — 

^Vhat then was left for her, the faithful-hearted ? — 
Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead. 

Softly she perish'd — ^be the Flower deplor'd. 
Here with the Lyre and Sword. 

Have ye not met ere now ? — so let those trust 
That meet for moments but to part for years, 

That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust from dust, 
That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 

Brother, sweet sister ! peace around ye dwell — 
Lyre, Sword, and Flower, farewell ! 



THE LAST WISH. 

Go to the forest abade, 

Seek thou the well-kDown glade 

Where, heavy with sweet dew, the violets Be ; 
Gleaming through moss-lufis deep, 
Uke dark eyes 611'd with sleep, 

And bath'd in hues of summer's midnight sky. 



Bring me their buds, to shed 
Around my dying bed 
A breath of May, and of the wood's repose ; 
For I, m 90oih, depart 
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I know how softly bright, 

Steep'd in that tender light, 
The water-lilies tremble there, e'en now ; 

Go to the pure stream's edge. 

And from its whispering sedge 
Bring me those flowers, to cool my fever'd brow. 

Then, as in hope's young days, 

Track thou the antique maze 
Of the rich garden, to its grassy mound ; 

There is a lone white rose, 

Shedding, in sudden snows. 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree ! 

— A murmur of the bee 
DweUs ever in the honied lime above ; 

Bring me one pearly flower. 

Of all its clustering shower — 
For on that spot we first reveal'd our love ! 

Gather one woodbine bough, 
Then, from the lattice low 
Of the bower'd cottage which I bade thee mark, 



THE LAST WISH. 

Whea by the hamlet last 
Through dim wood-lanes ne pass'd, 
Where dews were glBDciog to the glow-wonn's spark. 

Haste ! to my pillow bear 
Those fragrant things, and fair— 

My hand no more may bind them up at eve ; 
Yet shall their odor soft 
One bright dream round me waft. 

Of life, youth, summer-— all that I must leave ! 

And oh ! if thou wouldst ask, 
Wherefore thy steps I task 
The grove, the stream, the hamlet-vale to trace ; 
— Tis that some thought of me, 
When I am gone, may be 
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A MONARCH'S DEATH-BED. 



The Emperor Albert of Hapsborg, who was assassinated by 
his nephew, afterwards called John the Parricide, was left 
to die by the way-side, and was supported in his last moments 
by a female peasant, who happened to be passing. 



A MONARCH on his death-bed lay — 

Did censers waft perfume, 
And soft lamps pour their silvery ray, 

Through his proud chamber's gloom ? 
He lay upon a greensward bed, 

Beneath a darkening sky — 
A lone tree waving o'er his head, 

A swift stream rolling by. 

Had he then fallen, as warriors fall, 

Where spear strikes fire from spear ? — 

Was there a banner for his pall, 
A buckler for his bier ? — 
11 



A MONARCH'S DEATH-BED 

Not so — nor cloven shields nor helms 
Had strewn the bloody sod, 

Where he, the helpless lord of realms. 
Yielded his soul to God. 

Were there not rriends, with words of cl 

And princely vussals nigb f 
And priests, the crucifix to rear 

Before the fading eye ? — 
A peasant gir), tliat royal head 

Upon her bosom laid ; 
And, shiiokbg not for woman's dread, 

The face of deadi survey'd. 

Alone she sat — from hill and wood 
Red sank the looiimful snn ; 
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THE HOUR OF DEATH. 



Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to witlier at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

Day is for mortal care. 
Eve for glad meetings round the joyous heartli, 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer — 
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of tlie earth. 

The banquet hath its hour. 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wbe ; 

There comes a day for grief's o'erwhelming power, 
A time for softer tears — but all are thine. 

Youth and the opening rose 
May look like things too glorious for decay, 

And smile at thee — but tliou art not of those 
That wait the ripen'd bloom to seize their prey. 
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Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the Dorth-wind's breath. 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, 0)1! Deatli. 

We know when moons shall wane, 
When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 

When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain- 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee f — 

Is it when Spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 
Is it when roses in our paths grow pale ? — 
They have one season — all are ours to die ! 



Thon art where billows foam, 
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Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 



THE RELEASE OF TASSO. 



There came a bard to Rome ; lie broiiglit a lyre 
Of sounds to peal througli Rome's triumphant sky, 
To moum a hero on liis funeral pyre, 
Or greet a conquerer with its war-notes high ; 
For OD each chord had fallen the gift of &re, 
The living breath of Power and Victory — 
Yet he, its brd, the sovereign city's guest, 
Sigh'd but to flee away, and be at rem. 
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On the blue waters, as in jojr they sweep, 

With starlight floatbg o'er their swells and falls, 

On the blue waters of the Adrian deep, 

His numbers had been sung — and in the halls. 

Where, through rich foliage if a sunbeam peep, 

It seems Heaven's wakening to the sculptur'd walls, — 

Had princes listen'd to those lofty strains, 

While the high soul they burst from, pin'd in chains. 



And in the summer-gardens, where the spray 
Of founts, far-glancing from their marble bed. 
Rains on the flowering myrtles in its play. 
And the sweet limes, and glassy leaves that spread 
Round the deep golden citrons — o'er his lay 
Dark eyes, dark, soft, Italian eyes had shed 
Warm tears, fast-glittering in that sun, whose light 
Was a forbidden glory to his sight. 



Oh ! if it be that wizard sign and spell, 
And talisman had power of old to bind, 
In the dark chambers of some cavern-cell, 
Or knotted oak, the spirits of the wind, 



88 THE RELEASE OF TA9S0. 

Iliings of tlio lightning-pin ion, wont to dwell 
High o'er tlic reach of eagles, anci to find 
Joy in the rusti of stormfr— even such a doom 
Was tlial high minstiel's in his dungeon^looiD. 



But he was free at last ! — the glorious land 
Of tlie white Alps and pine-crown'd Apennines, 
Along whose shore the sapphire seas expand. 
And the wastes teem with myrtle, and the shrines 
Of loDg-forgotten gods from Nature's hand 
Receive brig)it offerings still ; nith all its vines, 
And rocks, and ruins, clear hcforc him lay — 
The seal was taken from ilie founts of day. 
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worth. 



ii shore, 
iiv, seem'd to lie 
^ hollow roar 
fantasy — 
(\sert-nusts that wore 
i lance, have been all pass'd by, 
^ide the fountain-wave, 
.11 its rock, too late to save. 



, if that, too dearly bought, 
loo precious by long hopes and fears, 
•jur own— 4ove, darken'd and o'erwrought 
•ory of privation, love, which wears 
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Aud the young branches trembling to the strains 
Of wild-born creatures, through the sunshine winging 
Their fearless fLght — and sylvan echoes round, 
Mingling all tones to one Eollao sound ; 



And the glad voice, the laughing voice of streams, 

And the low cadence of the silvery sea, 

And reed-notes from the mountains, and the beams 

Of the warm sun — all these are for the free ! 

And they were his once more, the bard, whose dreams 

Their spirit still had haunted. — Could it be 

That he had borne the chain ?— oh ! who shall dare 

To say how much man's heart uncrush'd may bear ? 
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And feeding a slow fire on all its powers, 
Until the boon for which we gasp in vain, 
If hardly won at length, too late made oui^s 
When the soul's wing is broken, comes like rain 
^thheld till evening, on the stately flowers 
Which withered m the noontide, ne'er again 
To lift their heads in glory. — So doth Earth 
Breathe on her gifts, and melt away their worth. 



The sailor dies in sight of that green shore. 

Whose fields, in slumbering beauty, seem'd to lie 

On the deep's foam, amidst its hollow roar 

Call'd up to sunlight by his fantasy — 

And, when the shining desert-mists that wore 

The lake's bright semblance, have been all pass'd by. 

The pilgrim sinks beside the fountain-wave. 

Which flashes fix>m its rock, too late to save. 



Or if we live, if that, too dearly bought. 
And made too precious by long hopes and fears, 
Remains our own — love, darken'd and o'erwrought 
By memory of privation, love, which wears 



§3 THE RELEASE OF TAS80. 

And casts o'er life a troubled hue of ^ught, 
Becomes the shadow of oiir closiiig years, 
Making il almost misery to possess 
Aught, watch'd with such unquiet tenderness. 



Such unto him, the bard, the woni and mid, 
And sick vvitli hope deferr'd, from whom the sky, 
With all its clouds in burning glory pil'd. 
Had been shut out by long captivity ; 
Such, freedom was to Tasso. — As a child 
Is to the mother, whose foreboding eye 
In its too radiant glance, from day to day, 
Reads that which calls the brigtitest first away. 
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But woe for those who trample o'er a mind ! 
A deathless thing. — ^They know not what they do, 
Or what they deal with ! — ^Man perchance may bind 
The flower his step hath bruis'd ; or light anew 
The torch he quenches ; or to music wind 
Again the lyre-string from his touch that flew — 
But for the soul ! — oh ! tremble, and beware 
To lay rude hands upon God's mysteries there ! 



For blindness wraps that world — our touch may turn 
Some balance, fearfuUy and darkly hung. 
Or put out some bright spark, whose ray should bum 
To point the way a thousand rocks among — 
Or break some subtle chain, which none discern, 
Though binding down the terrible, the strong. 
Til' o'ersweeping passions — which to loose on life 
Is to set free the elements for strife ! 



Who then to power and glory shall restore 
That which our evil rashness hath undone ? 
Who unto mystic harmony once more 
Attune those viewless chords ? — ^There is but One ! 
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THE RELEASE OF TASSO. 



He that through dust the stream of life can pour, 
The Mighty aad the Merciful alone ! 
— ^Yet oft His paths have midnight for their shade — 
He leaves to man the ruin man hath made ! — 
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TASSO AND HIS SISTER. 



^* Devant vous est Sorrente ; \k d^meuroit la soeur de Tasse, 
quand il vint en p^l^rin d^mander k cette obscure amie, on asile 
contre Pinjustice des princes. — Ses longues douleurs ayoient 
presque ^gar^ sa raison ; il ne lui restoit plus que du g^nie.'' 

Corinne. 



She sat, where on each wind that sigh'd 

The citron's breath went by ; 
While the deep gold of eventide 

Bum'd in the Italian sky. 
Her bower was one where daylight's close 

Full oft sweet laughter found, 
As thence the voice of childhood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 

But still and thoughtful, at her knee, 
Her children stood that hour, 



TA8S0 AND fflS SISTER. 

Their bursts of song, and dancing glee, 
Hiish'd as by words of power. 

Witb bright, G\'d, wondering eyes ibal gaz'd 
Up 10 iheir mother's face ; 

With brows itiroiigh parting ringlets rais'd, 
They stood ui silent grace. 

While she — ^yet something o'er her look 

Of inouniAilness was spread — 
Forth from a poet's ma^c book 

The glorious numbers read ; 
The proud, undying lay, which pour'd 

Its light 00 evil years ; 
His of the gifted Pen and Sword,* 

The triumph and die tears. 
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Of him she read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove ; 
Of Godfrey's deeds, of Tancred's arm, 

That slew his Paynim love. 



Young cheeks around that bright page glow'd, 

Young holy hearts were stirr'd ; 
And the meek tears of woman flowM 

Fast o'er each burning word. 
And sounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf, 

Came sweet each pause between ; 
When a strange voice of sudden grief 

Burst on the gentle scene. 



The mother turn'd — a way-worn man. 

In pilgrim garb stood nigh, 
Of stately mien, yet wild and wan. 

Of proud, yet restless eye. 
But drops that would not stay for pride. 

From that dark eye gush'd free. 
As, pressing his pale brow, he cried, 

" Forgotten ! e'en by thee ! 
13 



TA8S0 AND HIS SISTEK. 

" Am I so cbaogM ? — and yel we two 
Oft hand in band liave play'd— 

Tliis brow liatfa been all bath'd in dew, 
Frpni wreaths which thou hast made. 

We have knelt down and said one prayer, 
And sang one vesper strain — 

My thoughts are dim witli clouds of care- 
Tell me those words again ! 



" Life hath been heavy on my head ; 

I come, a stricken deer, 
Bearing the heart, 'midst crowds that bled, 

To bleed in stilbiess here." 
— She gaz'd — till thoughts that long had sleptp 

SlKMk all her thrilling frame— 
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— He was the bard of gifts divine, 

To sway the hearts of men ; 
He of the song for Salem's shrine, 

He of the Sword and Pen ! 






TO THE POET WORDSWORTH. 

Thine is a strain to read amongst the hills, 

The old and full of voices — by iJie source 

Of some free stream, whose gladdening presence fills 

Tlie solilude willi sound — for in its course 

Even such is thy deep song, dial seems a part 

or those high scenes, a fountain from ilieir heart. 

Or Its calm spirit filly may he taken 
To the slill hreast, in some sweet garden-bowers, 
Where summer winds each tree's low tones awaken. 
And bud and hell witli changes mark (lie hours- 
There let tliy thoughts be with me, while the day 
Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 

Or by some hearth where happy faces meet, 
When night halli husb'd llie woods with ail tlieir birds, 
There, from some gentle voice, that lay were sweet 
As antique music, link'd with household words. 
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Or where the shadows of dark solemn yews 
Brood silendy o'er some lone burial-ground, 
Thy verse hath power that brighdy might difiuse 
A breath, a kindling, as of spring, aroond, 
From its own glow of hope and courage high. 
And steadfast faith's victorious constancy. 

True bard and holy ! — thou art e'en as one 
Who, by some secret gift of soul or eye. 
In every spot beneath the smiling sun. 
Sees where the springs of living waters lie — 
Unseen awhile they sleep — till, touch'd by thee. 
Bright, healthful waves flow forth, to each glad wanderer 
free ! 



THE SONG OF THE CURFEW. 



Habx ! from the dim church-lower, 
The dei'p, slow curfew's rliime ! 
A heavy sound unto hall and bower, 

In England's olden bme ! 
Sadly 'twas heard by him who came 

From the fields of his toil at nitcht, 
And who might not see his own hearth's flame 
Id his children's eyes make tight. 
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Woe for the wanderer then 

In the wild-deer's forests far ! 
No cottage lamp, to the haunts of men, 

Might guide him as a star. 
And woe for him, whose wakeful soul, 

Willi lone aspirings filPd, 
Would have liv'd o'er some immortal scroll, 
While the sounds of earth were still'd. 



And yet a deeper woe. 

For the watchers by the bed, 
Where the fondly lov'd, in pain lay low, 

And rest forsook the head. 
For the mother, dooin'd unseen to keep 

By the dying babe her place. 
And to feel its flitting pulse, and weep. 
Yet not behold its face ! 



Darkness, in chieftain's hall ! 
Darkness, in peasant's cot ! 
While Freedom, under that shadowy pall, 
Sat mourning o'er her lot. 



04 THE SONG OF THB CURFEW. 

Oh ! the fireside's peace we well may prize, 
FcH- blood ha^ flow'd like r»n, 

Pour'd forth to make sweet sanctuaries 
Of Eogland's homes again ! 

Heap the yule-faggots higli, 

Till the red light fills die room ! 
It is home's own hour, when the stormy sky 

Grows tliick with evening gloom. 
Gather ye round the holy heanh, 
And by its gladdening blaze, 
Unto thankful bliss we wll) change otir mirth, 
With a thought of the olden days. 
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HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS. 



Oh ! ymrelj voices of die sky 

Which hyain'd the Saviour's birtb, 
Are ye not skiging still on high, 
Ye that sang, " Peace on earth " f 
To us yet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in time gone by, 
Ye bless'd the Syrian swains. 
Oh ! voices of the sky ! 



Oh ! clear and shining light, whose beams 

That hour Heaven's glory shed. 
Around the palms, and o'er the streams. 
And on the shepherd's head. 

Be near, through life and death, 

As in that holiest night 
Of hope, and joy, and faith — 
Oh ! clear and shining light ! 
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} HYUN FOR CURISTUAEL 

Oh ! star which led to Him, whose love 
Brought down man's ransom free- 
Where art thou ? — 'midst the host above. 
May we still gaze on thee ? 
Id heaven thou an not set, 

Thy rays earth may not dim ; 
Send them to guide us yet, 
Oh ! star which led to Him ! 




CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 



^ Bat the ship waa now in the midst of the sea, tossed with 

wayes ; for the wind was contrary.'* 

St. Matthew, xiv. 24. 



Fear was within the tossing bark, 
When stormy winds grew loud ; 

And waves came rolling high and dark, 
And the tall mast was bow'd. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 
And bafBed in their skill — 

But One was there, who rose and said 
To the wfld sea, « Be still ! " 



And the wind ceas'd — it ceas'd ! — ^ihat word 
Pass'd through the gloomy sky ; 

The troubled billows knew their Lord, 
And sank beneath his eye. 



CimiST STILLING THE TEHFEST. 

And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous falls asleep, 

When death's 6erce throes are put. 

Tbc»i that didst rule the angiy hour. 
And tame the tempest's mood—' 

Oh ! send thy spirit forth in potrer, 
0*er our dark souls to brood ! 

Thou that didst bow the billow's pride. 

Thy mandates to fulfil — 
Speak, speak to passioa's raging tide. 

Speak and my — " Peace, be stiO ! " 
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CHRIST'S AGONY IN THE GARDEN. 

He knelt — ^the Saviour knelt and pray'd, 

When but His Father's eye 
Look'd through the bnely garden's shade, 

On that dread agony ! 
The Lord of all, above, beneath, 
Was bow'd with sorrow unto death. 

The sun set in a fearful hour. 

The skies might well grow dim. 

When this mortality had power 
So to o'ershadow Him ! 

That He who gave man's breath might know, 

The very depths of human woe. 

He knew them all — ^the doubt, the strife, 

The faint, perplexing dread, 
The mists that hang o'er parting life, 

All darken'd round His head ! 
And the Deliverer knelt to pray- 
Yet pass'd it not, that cup, away. 



CHRIST'S AGONY IN THE GARDEN. 

It pass'd not— though the stormy wave 
Had sunk beaeath His tread ; 

It passM not — though to Him the grave 
Had yielded up its dead. 

But there was sent Him from on high 

A ^ of strength, for man to die.* 

And was Hit mortal hour beset 

With anguish and dismay f 
— How may toe meet our conflict yet, 

Id the dark, narrow way f 
How, but through Him, that path who trod f 
Save, or we perish, Son of God ! 
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THE SUNBEAM. 



Thou art no lingerer in monarch's hall, 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all ! 
A hearer of hope unto land and sea — 
Sunheam ! what gift hath the world like thee ? 

Thou art walking the biUows, and Ocean smile 
Thou hast touchM with glory his thousand isle 
Thou hast lit up the ships, and the feathery foam. 
And gladden'd the sailor, like words from home. 

To the solemn depths of the forest-shades, 
Thou art streaming on through tlieir green arcades, 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy glow, 
Like fire-flies glance to the pools below. 

I look'd on the mountains — a vapor lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array ; 
Thou brakest forth — and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 



2 THE SUNBEAM. 

I look'd on the peasant's lowly cot — 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot; 
But a gleam of thee on its casement fell, 
And it laugh'd into beao^ at that bright spell. 

To the earth's wild places a guest thou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose's heart ; 
And thou acomest not, from thy pomp lo shed 
A lender Ggbt on the ruin's bead. 

Thou tak'st through the dim church-aisle thy way. 
And its pillars from twiGght flash forth to day, 
And its high pale tombs, widi then- trophies old. 
Are balh'd in a flood as of burning gold. 



And thou turoesl not from the humblest grave, 
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THE TRAVELLER AT THE SOURCE OF 



THE NILE. 



In sunset's Kght o'er Afric thrown, 

A wanderer proudly stood 
Beside the well-spring, deep and lone. 

Of Egypt's awful flood ; 
The cradle of that mighty birth, 
So long a hidden thing to earth. 

He heard its life's first murmuring sound, 

A low mysterious tone ; 
A music sought, but never found 

By kings and warriors gone ; 
He listen'd — and his heart beat high — 
That was the song of victory ! 

The rapture of a conqueror's mood 
Rush'd burning through his frame, 
15 



TIIE TRAVELLER 

The depths of that green solitude 

Its loirenls could not tame, 
Though stillness lay, with eve's last smile, 
Round those calin founlains of the Nile. 

Night came with stars : — across his soul 
There swept a sudden change, 

Ev'n at the pilgrim's glorious goal, 
A shadow dark and strange, 

Breatli'd from the thought, so swift to fall 

O'er triumph's hour — -dnd u thii aU ^ 

No more than this ! — what seem'd it now 
First by that spring to stand f 

A thousand streams of lovelier flow 
Batli'd his own mountain land ! 




AT THE SOURCE OF THE NILE. 
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But darkly mingling with the thought 

Of each familiar scene, 
Rose up a fearful vision, fraught 

With all that lay between ; 
The Arab's lance, the desert's gloom. 
The whirling sands, the red simoom ! 

Where was the glow of power and pride ? 

The spirit bom to roam ? 
His weary heart within him died 

With yearnings for his home ; 
All vainly struggling to repress 
That gush of painful tenderness. 

He wept — the stars of Afric's heaven 

Beheld his bursting tears, 
Ev'n on that spot where fate had given 

The meed of toiling years. 
— Oh happiness ! how far we flee 
Thine own sweet paths in search of thee ! * 



* The arrival of Bruce at what he considered to be the 
source of the Nile, was followed almost immediately by feel- 
ings thus suddenly fluctuating from triumph to despon- 
dence. See his Travels in Abyssinia, 
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THE VAUDOIS VALLEYS. 



Yes, thou hast met the sun's last smile, 
From the haunted hills of Rome ; 

Bj many a bright ^geao isle. 

Thou hast seen the billows foam : 

From the silence of the I^ramid 

Thou hast watch'd the scdenui flow 

Of the Nile, thai with its waters hid 
The ancient realm below : 
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But go tbou to the pastoral vales 

Of the Alpine mountains old, 
If thou wouldst bear immortal tales 

By the wind's deep whispers told ! 

Gro, if thou lov'st the soil to tread. 

Where man hath nobly striven. 
And life, like incense, hath been shed, 

An offering unto Heaven. 

For o'er the snows, and round the pines, 

Hath swept a noble flood ; 
The nurture of the peasant's vines . 

Hath been the martyr's blood ! 

A spirit, stronger than the sword, 

And loftier than despair. 
Through all the heroic region pour'd, 

Breathes in the generous air. 

A memory clings to every steep 

Of long-enduring faith, 
And the sounding streams glad record keep 

Of courage unto death. 



THE VAUDOIS VALLEYS. 

Ask of the peasant vAere his sires 

For truth and freedom bled, 
Ask, where were lit the torturing fires, 

Where lay the holy dead ; 

And he will tell thee, aU aronnd. 

On fount, and turf, and stone. 
Far as the chamois' foot can bound, 

The'u: ashes have been sown ! 

Go, when the sabbath bell is heard * 

Up through the wilds to float. 
When the dark old woods and caves are stirr'd 

To gladness by the note ; 

When forth, along their thousand rills. 
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Join thou their worship on those hiDs 
Of glorious martyrdom. 

And while the song of praise ascends, 

And while the torrent's voice 
Like the swell of many an organ blends, 

Then let thy soul rejoice ! 

Rejoice, that human hearts, through scorn. 

Through shame, through death, made strong. 

Before the rocks and heavens have borne 
Witness of God so long ! 



THE SONGS OF OUR FATHERS. 



Old KmgB, the precioDfi music of the heut." 

WortUaortk. 



SiNO tbeai upon the mxntty hills, 
Whea days are long aod bright, 

And the blue gleam of shining rilb 
Is loveliest to the sight. 

Sing them along the misty moor, 
Where ancient hunters rovM, 




THE SONGS OP OUR PATHERa 



121 



The songs that through our valleys green, 

Sent on from age to age, 
Like his own river's voice, have been 

The peasant's heritage. 



The reaper sings them when the vale 

Is fiU'd with plumy sheaves ; 
The woodman, by the starlight pale 

Cheer'd homeward through the leaves : 
And unto them the glancing oars 

A joyous measure keep, 
Where the dark rocks that crest our shores 

Dash back the foammg deep. 



So let it be ! — a light they shed 

O'er each old fount and grove ; 
A memory of the gentle dead, 

A spell of lingering love : 
Murmuring the names of mighty men. 

They bid our streams roll on. 
And link high thoughts to every glen 

Where valiant deeds were done. 
16 



t THE SONGS OF OUR FATHERS. 

Teach them your children rouod the hearth. 

When evening-fires burn clear, 
And in the fields of harvest mirth, 

And on the hills of deer ! 
So shall each unfoi^otlen word, 

When far those lov'd ones roam, 
Call back the hearts that once it stirr'd. 

To childhood's l»ly home. 



The green woods of their native land 
Shall whisper in the strain, 

The voices of their household band 
Shall sweetly speak again ; 

The heathery heights in vi»on rise 
Where like the stag tliey rov'd— 
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THE BURIAL 



OF 



WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. 



Lowly upon his bier 

The royal conqueror lay, 

Baron and chief stood near 
Silent in war-array. 

Down the long minster's aisle, 

Crowds mutely gazing streamM, 

Altar and tomb, the while. 

Through mists of incense gleam'd 

And by the torch's blaze 
The stately priest had said 

High words of power and praise, 
To the glory of the dead. 



THE BURIAL OF 

They lower'd bim, with the sound 

or requiems, to repose, 
When from ttie throngs around 

A solemn voice arose : 

" Forbear, forbear ! " it cried, 
" In the holiest name forbear ! 

He batb conquer'd regions wide. 
But he shall not slumber there. 

" By the violated hearth 

Which made way for yon proud shrine. 
By the harvests which this earth 

Hatb bonie to me and mine ; 
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" The tree before him fell 

Which wecherish'd many a year, 
But its deep root yet shall swell 

And heave against his bier. 

" The land that I have till'd, 

Hath yet its brooding breast 
With my home's white ashes fiU'd — 

And it shall not give him rest. 

" Here each proud column's bed 

Hath been wet by weeping eyes, — 

Hence ! and bestow your dead 

Where no wrong against him cries ! " 

Shame glow'd on each dark face 
Of those proud and steel-girt men, 

And they bought with gold a place 
For their leader's dust e'en then. 

A little earth for him 

Whose banner flew so far ! 
And a peasant's tale could dim 

The name, a nation's star ! 



WnXlAM THE CONQUEROR. 

One deep voice thus arose 

From a heart which wrongs had riven— 
Oh ! who ^all number those 

That were but heard ia Heaven ? * 



* Fof the particulars of this and other Bcarcelp less re- 
markable circumstances which attended the obsequies of 
WilliRm the Conqueror, see Siamondi'a Histoire des /Van- 
fais, Tol. iv. p. 480' 
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THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 



Thou art sounding on, thou mighty sea, 

For ever and the same ! 
The ancient rocks yet ring to thee. 

Whose thunders nought can tame. 

Oh ! many a glorious voice b gone. 

From the rich bowers of earth. 
And hush'd is many a lovely one 

Of moumfulness or mirth. 

The Dorian flute that sigh'd of yore 

Along thy wave, is still ; 
The harp of Judah peals no more 

On Zion's awful hill. 

And Memnon's Ijrre hath lost the chord 

That breath'd the mystic tone, 
And the songs, at Rome's high triumphs pour'd. 

Are with her eagles flown. 



) THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

And mute the Moorish horn, that rat^ 
O'er stream aod mountain free, 

And the hymn the leagued Cnisadera sang, 
Hath died in Galilee. 

But thou art swelling on, thou deep, 
llirough many an olden cUme, ' 

Thy biUowy anthem, ne'er to sleep 
Undl the close of time. 

Thou liftest up thy solemn voice 

To every wind and sky. 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 

It Gils the noondde's cahn profound. 
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CASABIANCA.* 



The boy stood on the burning deck, 
Whence all but him had fled ; 

The flame that lit the battle's wreck, 
Shone round hun o'er the dead. 

Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 
As bom to rule the storm ; 

A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud, though child-like form. 

The flames roll'd on — ^he would not go, 
Without his father's word ; 



* Young Casabianca, a boy about thirteen years old, sea 
to the admiral of the Orient, remained at his post (in the 
battle of the Nile), after the ship had taken fire, and all the 
guns had been abandoned ; and perished in the explosion of 
the vessel, when the flames had reached the powder. 

n 



That &tber, faint in death below, 
Hb roice no longer heard. 

He caD'd aloud — " Say, father, say 

If yet my task is done ? " 
He knew not (hat the chieftain lay 

Unconscious of his son. 

" Speak, Father ! " once again he cried, 

" If I may yet be gone ! " 
—And but the booming shots replied, 

And fast the flames roU'd on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath. 

And in his wavii^ hair ; 
And look'd from that lone post of deadi. 
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And stream'd above the gallant child, 
like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound — 

The boy— oh ! where was he ? 
— ^Ask of the winds that far around 

With firagments strew'd the sea ! 

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair, 

That well had borne their part — 
But the noblest thing that perish'd there. 

Was that young faithful heart. 



THE ADOPTED CHILD. 

" Why woutdst Ibou leare loe, oh ! gentle child ? 
Thy home on the mountain is bleak and wild, 
A straw-tooPd cabin with lowly wall — 
Mine is a fair and a pillar'd hall, 
Where many an image of marble gleams, 
Aod the sunshine of picture for e»er streams." 



" Oh ! green is the turf where my brothers play. 
Through the long briglit hours of the summer-day, 
Tliey find the red cup-moss where they climb, 
And they chase tlie bee o'er the scented thyme ; 
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" My mother sings, at the twilight's fall, 
A song of the hills far more sweet than all ; 
She sings it under our own green tree, 
To the babe half slumbering on her knee ; 
I dreamt last night of that music low — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

" Thy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the babe on her quiet breast; 
Thou wouldst meet her footstep, my boy, no more. 
Nor hear her song at the cabin door. 
— Come thou with me to the vineyards nigh. 
And we'll pluck the grapes of tlie richest dye." 

m 

" Is my mother gone from her home away ? 

— But I know that my brothers are tliere at play. 

I know they are gathering the fox-glove's bell, 

Or the long fern-leaves by the sparkling well. 

Or they launch their boats where the bright streams flow — 

Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

" Fair child ! thy brothers are wanderers now. 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow. 
They have left the fern by tlie spring's green side. 
And the streams where tlie fairy barks were tried. 



134 THE ADOPTED CfflLD. 

— Be tbou at peace in thy brighter lot. 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot." 

" Are they gone, all gone from the sunny hill ! 
— But the bird and the blue-fly rove o'er it stiD, 
And the red-deer bound in their gladness free, 
And the turf is bent by the singing bee, 
And the waters leap, and the fresh winds blow- 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 
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THE DEPARTED. 



-^Thou shall lie down 



With patriarchs of the infant world — ^with kings, 
The powerfiil of the earth — ^the wise, the good, 
Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past, 

All in one mighty sepulchre." 

Bryani. 



And shrink ye from the way 
To the spirit's distant shore ? 
Earth's mightiest men, in arm'd array, 
Are thither gone before. 

The warrior kings, whose banner 
Flew far as eagles fly, 
They are gone where swords avail them not, 
From the feast of victory. 



THE DEPARTED. 

And the seers, who sat of yore 
By orient palm or wave, 
They have pass'd «ith all iheir starry lore — 
Can y. still fear i!ic grave ? 

— We fear, we fear ! — tiie sunshine 
la joyous to behold, 
And we reck not of ilie buried kiiigst 
Or lite awful seers of old. 

Ye shrink ! — the bards whose lays 
Have made your deep hearts bum, 
They have left the sun, and the voice of praise, 
For die land whence none return : 



And the lovely, whose memorial 
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Those songs are high and holy, 
But they vanquish not our fear ; 

Not from our path those flowers are gon 
We fain would linger here ! 



Linger then yet awhile, 

As the last leaves on the bough ! 
— ^Ye have lov'd the gleam of many a smile 

That is taken from you now. 

There have been sweet singing voices 
In your walks that now are still ; 

There are seats left void in your earthly homes, 
Which none again may fill. 

Soft eyes are seen no more 

That made spring-time in your heart; 
Kindred and friends are gone before, — 

And ye still fear to part ? 

— ^We fear not now, we fear not ! 

Though the way through darkness bends ; 
Our souls are strong to follow f Aem, 

Our own familiar friends ! 
18 



THE BKEEZE FROM LAND. 



-"As whel 



o them who skil 



Beyonil the Cape of Hope, ni 

Mozambic, o9*at sea north-euit wicda blow 

S&bean odours trotn the spicy shore 

Of Arab; the Blest; will) such delay 

Well plens'i) tliey slack their course, and many S league, 

Chser'd with the grateful smell, old Ocean emiles." 

ParadUe Lo»l. 
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Where far away the jasmines dwell, 

And where the myrrh-trees weep ! 
BlessM, on the sounding surge and foam, 
Are tidings of the citron's home ! 

The sailor at the helm they meet, 

And hope his bosom stirs, 
Upspringing, 'midst the waves to greet 

The fair earth's messengers. 
That woo him, from the mournful main, 
Back to her glorious bowers again. 

They woo him, whispering lovely tales 

Of many a flowering glade', 
And fount's bright gleam in island-vales 

Of golden-fruited shade ; 
Across his lone ship's wake they bring 
A vision and a glow of spring ! 

And oh ! ye masters of the lay ! 

Come not e'en thus your songs, 
That meet us on life's weary way 

Amidst her toiling throngs ? 
Yes ! o'er the spirit thus they bear 
A current of celestial air ! 



THE BREEZE FROM LAND. 

Their power is from the brighter clime 

That in our birth hath part, 
Their tones are of the world which time 

Sears not within the heart ; 
They tell us of the liviog light 
In its green places ever bright. 

They call us with a voice divine 

Back to our early love, 
Our vows of youth at many a shrine 

Whence far and soon we rove : 
— ^Welcome, high thought and holy strain. 
That raake us Truth's and Heaven's again ! ' 



• Written immediately after reading the " Remarks 
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TO ONE OF THE AUTHOR'S CHILDREN 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 27 AUGUST, 1885. 

Thou wak'st from happy sleep to play 

With bounding heart, my boy ! 
Before thee lies a long bright day 

Of sununer and of joy. 

Thou hast no heavy thought or dream 

To cloud thy fearless eye ; — 
Long be it thus — ^life's early stream 

Should still reflect the sky. 

Tet ere the cares of life lie dim 

On thy young spirit's wings, 
Now m thy morn forget not Him 

From whom each pure thought springs ! 

So in the onward vale of tears. 

Where'er thy path may be. 
When strength hath bow'd to evil years — 

He will remember thee. 



TO A YOUNGER CHILD 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 17 SEPTEMBER, 1625. 



Wbebe sucks the bee now ? — Summer b flyit^, 
Leaves on the grass-plot faded are tying ; 
Violets are gone from die grassy dell, 
With the cowslip-cups, where the fairies dwell ; 
The rose from the garden hath pass'd away— 
Yet happy, ^r boy ! is thy natal day. 

For love bids it welcome, the love which hath smi 
Ever around tbee, my gende child ! 
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AN HOUR OF ROMANCE. 



There were thick leaves above me and around, 

And low sweet sighs, like those of childhood's sleep, 

Amidst their dimness, and a fitful sound 

As of soft showers on water—- dark and deep 

Lay the oak shadows o'er the turf, so stiU, 

They seem'd but pictur'd glooms — a hidden rill, 

Made music, such as haunts us in a dream. 

Under the fern-tufts ; and a tender gleam 

Of soft green light, as by the glow-worm shed. 

Came pouring tlirough the woven beech-boughs down, 

And steep'd the magic page wherein I read 

Of royal chivalry and old renown, 

A tale of Palestine.* — ^Meanwhile the bee 

Swept past me with a tone of summer hours. 



• The Talisman — Tales of the Crusaders. 
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AN HOUR OF ROMANCE. 



A drowsy biigle, wafting tlioughis of flowers, 
BJue skies, and amber sunshine — brighllj free. 
On filmy wings the purple dragon-fly 
Shot glancing like a fairy javelin by ; 
And a sweet voice of sorrow told the dell 
Where sat the lone wood-pigeon. 



But ere long, 
All sense of tliese things faded, as the spell, 
Breathing from tliat high gorgeous tale, grew strong 
On my chaiii'd soul — 'twas not the leaves I heard ; 
— A Syrian wind llie lion-hanner siirr'd, 
Through its proud floating folds — '(was not the brook, 
Singing in secret through its j;rassy glen — 
A wild shrill trumpet of the Saracen 
Peal'd from llie desert's lonely bean, and shook 
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And harps were there — I heard their sounding strings, 
As the waste echoed to the mirth of kings. 

The bright masque faded — ^unto life's worn track 
What call'd me, from its flood of glory, back f 
— A voice of happy childhood ! — and they pass'd. 
Banner, and harp, and Pajmim trumpet's blast — 
Tet might I scarce bewail the vision gone. 
My heart so leapt to that sweet laughter's tone. 
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EVENING PRAYER AT A GIRLS' SCHOOL. 



" Now in tb; joutb, beaeech of Him, 

Who givetb, upbraiding not, 
That his light in thj heart become not dim, 

And his love be unforgot ; 
And thy God, in the darkest of days, will be 
GreenneBB, and beauty, and Htrength to thee. " 



Hush ! 'tis a holy hour — the quiet room 

Seems like u lemple. while yon soft lamp sheds 
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-—Thou seest what grief roust nurture for the sky, 
What death must &shion for eternity ! 

Oh ! joyous creatures, that will sink to rest, 
Lightly, when those pure orisons are done. 

As birds with slumber's honey-dew oppressed, 
'Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun — 

Lift up your hearts ! — ^though yet no sorrow lies 

Dark in the summer-heaven of those clear eyes ; 

Though fresh within your breasts th^ untroubled springs 
Of hope malce melody where'er ye tread ; 

And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the wings 
Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread ; 

Yet in those flute-like voices, mingling low, 

Is woman's tenderness — how soon her woe ! 

Her lot is on you — silent tears to weep. 

And patient smiles to wear through sufiering's hour, 
And sumless riches, from Affection's deep. 

To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower ! 
And to make idols, and to find thetU clay. 
And to bewail that worship — thereiore pray ! 
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Her tot is on you — to be found untir'd. 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pab, 

With a pale cheek, and yet a brow iiupiPd, 

And a true heart of hope, thnugh hope be vain. 

Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay. 

And oh ! to love through all things— therefore pray ! 

And take die thought of diis calm vesper time, 

With its low RiurrouriDg sounds and »lvery light, 

On through the dark days fading from dieir prime, 
As a sweet dew to keep your souls from blight. 

Earth will forsake— oh ! happy to have ^ven 

Th' unbroken heart's first firagraoce unto Heaven ! 
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THE INVOCATION. 



WRITTEN AFTER THE DEATH OF A SISTER-IN-LAW. 



Answer me, burning stars of night ! 

Where is the spirit gone, 
That past the reach of human sight, 

Even as a breeze, hath flown ? 
—And the stars answer'd me^ — " We roll 

In light and power on high. 
But, of the never-dpng soul. 

Ask things that cannot die ! " 

Oh ! many-ton'd and chainless wind ! 

Thou art a wanderer free ; 
Tell me if thou its place canst find, 

Far over mount and sea ? 
—•And the wind murmur'd in reply, 

" The blue deep I have cross'd, 
And met its barks and billows high. 

But not what thou hast lost ! " 



THE INVOCATION. 

Tfl clouda that gorgeously repose 

Around the setting sun, 
Answer ! hare ye a home for those 

Whose earthly race is run ? 
The bright clouds answer'd— " We depart, 

We ranish from the sky; 
Ask what is deathless in thy heart 

For that which cannot die ! " 

Speak, then, thou voice of God wilbin ! 

Thou of the deep low lone ! 
Answer me through life's restless din, 

Where is the spirit flown ? 
— And the voice answer'd — " Be dwu still ! 

Enough to know is given ; 
Ckiuds, winds, and stars their task fulfil, 

JTtuie is to trust in Heaven ! 




THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA : 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jndicio ha dado esta no vista hazana 
Del valor que en los siglos venideros 
Tendr&n los Hijos de la fuerte Espana, 
Ifijos de tal padres herederos. 

Hall6 sola en Numancia todo quanto 

Debe con justo titulo cantarse, 

Y lo ^ue puede dar materia al canto. 

Nkufnancia dt Cervantea, 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



Tffe hMtdTjT of Spsin records two instances of ike 
▼ere and self-<levoting heroism, which forms the subpeet 
of the foDowing dramatic poem. The first of these 
occurred at the siege of Tarifa, which was defended in 
1294 for Sancho, King of Castile, during the rebellion of 
his brother, Don Juan, by Guzman, sumamed the Good.* 
The second is related of Alonzo Lopez de Texeda, who, 
until his garrison had been utterly disabled by pestilence , 
maintained the city of Zamora for the children of Don 
Pedro the Cruel, against the forces of Henrique of Tra- 
stamara.f 

Impressive as were the circumstances which distinguish- 
ed both these memorable sieges, it appeared to the au- 

* See Quintana's * Vidas de Espauoles celebres,' p. 53. 
t See the Preface to Southey'a ' Chronicle of the Cid/ 
20 
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tbor of the foUowiog pages that a deeper interest, as well 
as a stronger colour of nationality might be imparted to 
the sceoes in which she has feebly attempted " to describe 
high passions and high acdoos ; " by connecting a rehgious 
feeling with the patriotism and high-minded toyali^ which 
had thus been proved " ^thful unto death," and by sur- 
rounding her ideal dnmatit persona with recoUections 
derived from the heroic legends of Spanish chivalry. 
She has, for this reason, employed the agency of imaginary 
characters, and fixed upon " Valencia del Cid " as the 
scene to ^ve them 

" A locftl habitation and a name." 




DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Alvar Gonzalez . . Governor of Valencia. 

Alphonso 

Carlos 

Hernandez . . . A Priest. 



}•■• 



Abdullah . 



His Sons. 



• • 



{ 



A Moorish Prince^ Chief of 
the Army besieging Valencia. 
Garcias . , . . a Spanish Knight. 



Elmina Wife to Gonzalez. 

XiMENA Her Daughter. 

Theresa . ... An Attendant. 



Citizens^ Soldiers, Attendants, ^c. 



THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



SCENE L 



Room in a Palace of Valencia. 
XiMENA singing to a Lute. 

BALLAD. 

'^ Thou hast not been with a festal throng, 
At the pouring of the wine ; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song, 
A mien so dark as thine ! 
— ^There's blood upon thy shield, 
There's dust upon thy plume, 
— ^Thou hast brought, from some disastrous field, 
That brow of wrath and gloom ! ^ 

^' And is there blood upon my shield f 
— ^Maiden ! it well may be ! 



) SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

We hare sent the streams from our battle-field, 
All darken'd to the sea ! 

We have given the founts a stain, 
*Midst their woods of ancient pine ; 

And the ground is wet — but not with rain, 
Deep^yed — but not with wine ! 

" The ground is wet — but not with rwn — 
We have been in war array, 
And the noblest blood of Christian Spun 
Hath bathed her soil to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die, 
And the stripling meet his fate, 
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by. 
In the Roncesvalles* Strut. 
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" Alas ! for love, for woman's breast, 
If woe like this must be ! 
— ^Hast thou seen a youth with an eagle crest, 
And a white plume waving free ? 
With his proud quick flashing eye, 
And his mien of knighdy state f 
Doth he come from where the swords flash'd high. 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait ? " 

" In the gloomy Roncesvalles' Strait 
I saw and mark'd him well ; 
For nobly on his steed he sate, 
When the pride of manhood fell ! 
— ^But it is not youth which turns 
From the field of spears again ; 
For the boy's high heart too wildly bums, 
Till it rests amidst die slain ! " 

"Thou canst not say that he lies low, 
The lovely and the brave ! 
Oh ! none could look on his joyous brow, 
And think upon the grave ! 
Dark, dark perchance the day 
Hath been with valour's fate. 



aSBE OF TALENCU. 

But Ae is OQ his bomewtrd wa^, 

From the RoDcearBlles* SmJt ! " 

" 'Hiere is dost upon his jojrous htovr, 
Aad o'er his gracefiil bead ; 
And the wir-hmse will doI wake him now, 
Though it bruise bis pecnstrard bed ! 
— I hare teen the striptiog die, 
And the strong man meet his fate, 
Where the mouDtain-wtDda go sounding bjr* 
Id the Roncesralles' Strait ! " 
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And these are not the halls, wherein my voice 
First pour'd those gladdening strains. 

ELMINA. 

Alas ! thy heart 
(I see it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free-wandering breezes of the joyous hills, 
Where thy young brothers, o^r the rock and heath, 
Bound in glad boyhood, e'en as torrent-streams 
Leap brightly from the heights. Had we not been 
Within these walls thus suddenly begirt. 
Thou shouldst have track'd ere now, with step as light. 
Their wild wood-paths. 

XIMENA. 

1 would not but have shar'd 
These hours of woe and peril, though the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening at their voice. 
Claim all the wrought-up spirit to themselves, 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth hush 
All floating whispery sounds, all bird-notes wild 
O' th' summer-forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music. — And 'tis well ! 
Should not a hero's child be train'd to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
In the fix'd face of death without dismay f 

21 
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ELinNA. 

Woe ! woe ! that aught so gentle and so young 
Should thus be call'd to stand i' tlie tempest's path, 
And bear the token and the hue of death 
On a bright soul so soon '. I bad not ^runk 
From mme own lot, but tbou, my child, shouldst more 
As a light breeze of heaven, through summer-bowers, 
And not o'er foaming billons. We are fallen 
On dark and evil days ! 

XIHENA. 

Aye, days, that wake 
AU to their tasks ! — ^Youth may not loiter now 
Id the green walks of spring ; and womanhood 
Is summon'd unto conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior-souls. But we will take 
Our toils upon ns nobly ! Strength is bom 
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ELMINA. 

Alas ! the baleful air 
Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks 
Through the devoted city, like a blight 
Amidst the rose-tints of thy cheek hath fallen, 
And wrought an early withering ! — ^Thou hast cross'd 
The paths of Death, and minister'd to those 
O'er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 
Hath chang'd its glancing sunbeam for a stiU, 
Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caught 
A wild and high expression, which at times 
Fades unto desolate calmness, most unlike 
What youth's bright mien should wear. My gende child ! 
I look (m thee in fear ! 

XIMENA. 

Thou hast no cause 
To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel, 
And the deep tambour, and the heavy step 
Of armed men, break on our morning dreams ; 
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave 
Are falling round us, and we deem it much 
To give them funeral-rites, and call them blest 
If the good sword, in its own stormy hour, 
Hath done its work upon them, ere disease 
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sfflffiK Off vALin^eiA. 



Had chiD'd their fiery blobd ;— k is no time 
For the light mien wherewilli, in hstppier hours, 
We trod the woodkiHl masels, when yotwg letav^ 
Were whispering in the g«le,— -My fatii^ comes — 
Oh ! speak of ttie M more. I wbuM hot shade 
His princely tspect with a diought less high 
Than his proud duties claitin. 

Gonzalez enters. 



ELMINA. 

My noble lord ! 
Welcome from this day's toil ! — It is tlie hour 
Whose shadows, as tliey deepen, bring repose 
Unto all weary men ; and wilt not thou 
Free thy mail'd bosom from tlie corslet's weight, 
To rest at fall of eve ? 

GONZALEZ. 

There may be rest 
For the tired peasant, when the vesper-bell 
Doth send him to his cabin, and beneatli 
His vine and olive, he may sit at eve, 
Watcliing his children's sport : but unto him 
Who keeps the watch-place on die mountain-height, 



SIBGE OF VALENCIA. 166 

When Heaven lets kx>se the storms that chasten reakis 
— ^Who speaks of rest ? 

XIMENA. 

My father, shall I fill 
The wine-cup for iby lq)s, or bring the lute 
Whose sounds thou lovest f 

OONZAIrEZ. 

If there be sdndns of power 
To rouse a spirit, which in triumphant scorn 
May cast off nature's feebleness, and hold 
Its proud career unshackled, dashing down 
Tears and fond thoughts to eartli ; give voice to those ! 
I have need of such, Ximena ! we must kear 
No melting music now. 

XIMEI7A. 

I know all hi^ 
Heroic ditdes of the elder time. 
Sung by tlie mountain-Christians,' in the hcids 
Of th' everlasting hills, whose snows yet bear 
The print of Freedom's step ; and all wild strains 
Wherein the dark serranos* teach the rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 



* u 



Serranos," mountainoers. 
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The praise of later chnmpions. Wouldst tliou hear 
Tlic war-song of thine ancestor, the Cid f 



Aye, speak of him ; for b that name is power. 
Such as might rescue kingdoms ! S|>eak of him ! 

We are his children ! Tliey that can kwk back 
I' lit' aiuiiils of dieir house on such a name. 
How should they take dishonour by the hand, 
And o'er the threshold of llieir father's halls 
Rrst lead her as a guest ^ 

ELM IN A. 

Oh, why is this ? 
How my heart sinks ! 

GONZALEZ. 

ll must not fail thee yet. 
Daughter of heroes ! — tliine iulieriiance 
Is strength to meet all conflicts. Tliou canst nun 
In thy long line of glorious ancestiy 
Men, the bright offering of whose blood halli madi 
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O'erawed, shrank back before them ? — Aye, the earth 
Doth call them martyrs, but their agonies 
Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to destroy, widim whose powers and scope 
Lay nought but dust. — And earth doth caU them martyrs ! 
Why, Heaven but claim'd their blood, their lives, and not 
The things which grow as tendrils round their hearts ; 
No, not their children ! 

ELMINA. 

Mean'st thou ? — know'st thou aught f — 
I cannot utter it — My sons ! my sons ! 
Is it of them ?— -Oh ! wouldst thou speak of them ? 

GONZALEZ. 

A mother's heart divineth but too well ! 

ELMINA. 

Speak, I adjure thee ! — ^I can bear it aU. — 
Where are my children ? 

GONZALEZ. 

In the Moorish camp 
Whose lines have prt the city. 

XIMENA. 

But they live ? 
— ^All is not k)st, my mother ! 

ELMINA. 

Say, they live. 
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Eliiiina, still lliey live. 

El.MlNA. 

Bill caprives ! — ^They 
Wliom my fond heart liad iniaged to itself 
Bounding from cliff to cliff amidst the wilds 
Where the rock-eagle secm'd not more aecure 
In its rejoicing freedom ! — And my boys 
' Are captives wiili ihe Moor ! — Oh ! how was this? 

OONZALE^. 

Alas ! our brave AJphooso, in the pride 
Of boyish daring, left our mountain-halls, 
Willi his young brotlier, eager fo beiiold 
The foce of nobie war. Thence on their w»y 
Were the rash wanderers captured. 
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And we will cast our worthless grandeur fix>m us, 
As 'twere a cumbrous robe ! — ^Why, thou art one. 
To whose high nature pomp hath ever been 
But as the plumage to a warrior's helm, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly. And for me, 
Thou knowest not how serenely I could take 
The peasant's bt upon me, so my heart. 
Amidst its deep affections undisturb'd. 
May dwell in silence. 

XIMENA. 

Father ! doubt thou not 
But we will bind ourselves to poverty, 
With glad devotedness, if this, but this. 
May wm them back. — ^Distrust us not, my father ! 
We can bear all things. 

GONZALEZ. 

Can ye bear disgrace ? 

XIMENA. 

We were not bom for this. 

GONZALEZ. 

No, thou sayst well ! 
Hdd to that lofty faith. — ^My wife, my child ! 
Hath earth no treasures richer than the gems 
Tom fh)m her secret caverns f — ^If by them 

22 
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Chains nrnj be riven, tfaen let the captim spnag 
Rejoicing to die light !— But ha, for nimn 
Freedom and life may but be vnm with diune, 
Hath nought to do, sav« fearieesly to fik 
His stedfast look on the najestic heaveos, 
And proudly die i 



Gonzalez, utio must die ? 
GONZALEZ (hurrieiUlf). 
They on whose lives a feartul price is set, 
But to be pud by treason ! — Is 't enough ? 
Or must I yet seek words f 

Slkira. 

"nut bnk milh tBdre ! 
Thou canst not mean 

OOnXALBB. 
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EUfiNA (in a low voice). 
Whose knell was in the breeze ? — ^No, no, not thein ! 
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope f 
— ^And there is hope ! — ^I will not be subdued-^ 
I wiU not hear a whisper of despair ! 
For Nature is all-^xiweriul, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening spirit o'er the depths 
Within a father's heart. — ^Thou too, Gonzales, 
Wilt tell me there is hope ! 

GONZALEZ (solemnly). 

Hope but in Hini 
Who bade the patriarch lay his fair young son 
Bound on the shrine of sacrifice, and when 
The bright steel quiver'd in the father's hand 
Just raised to strike, sent forth his awful voice 
Through the still clouds, and on the breathless air, 
Commanding to withhold ! — ^Earth has no hope. 
It rests with Him. 

ELMINA. 

Thou canst not teU me this ! 
Thou father of my sons, within whose hands 
Doth lie thy children's fate. 

GONZALEZ. 

If there have been 
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Men ill whoK bosoms Nature's voice hatil made 
Its accents as the scditaiy sound 
Of an o'erpowering tmrenl, alencing 
Til' austere and yet divine remonstrances 
Whisper'd by faith and htmour, lift thy hands, 
-And, to that Heaven, which arms the brave with strength, 
Pray, tliat the father of thy sons may ne'er 
Be thus found wanting ! 

euriNA. 

Then their doom b seal'd ! 
Tbou wih not save thy children ? 

GONSU.EZ. 

Hast thou cause, 
Wife of my youth ! lo deem it lies within 
The bounds of possible diings, that I should link 
My name to that word — traitor ? — They that sleep 
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A shadow^ thus can fill the desolate i^ace 

Of rooted up afifections, o'er whose void 

Our yearning hearts must wither ! — So it is, 

Dominion must be won ! — ^Nay, leave me not— 

My heart is bursting, and I must be heard ! 

Heaven hath given power to mortal agony 

As to the elements in their hour of might 

And mastery o'er creaticm ! — ^Who shall dare 

To mock that fearful strength ? — ^I must be heard ! 

Give me my sons ! 

GONZALEZ. 

That they may live to hide 
With covering bands th' mdignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him 
They call'd their father ! — ^Was the oath, whereby. 
On th' altar of my faith, I bound myself, 
With an unswerving spirit to maintain 
This free and christian city for my God, 
And for my king, a writing traced on sand? 
That passionate tears should wash it fit>m the earth, 
Or e'en the life-drops of a bleeding heart 
Efice it, as a billow sweeps away 
The last light vessel's wake ? — ^Then never more 
Let man's deep vows be trusted ! — though enforced 
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By all th' appeals of high n 

And ^ent claims o' th' sepulclires, wherein 

His fathers nith their stainless glory sleep, 

On tlieir good snords ! Think'st diou /feel no pu^f 

He that hath given me schis, doth know die heart 

Whose treasure she recalls. — Of this no mote. 

Tis vain. I tell thee that th' inviolate cross 

Still, from our ancient temples, must look up 

Through the hlue heavens of Spain, though at its foot 

I perish, with ray race. Thou darett not ask 

That I, the son of warriors— m^ who died 

To Gx it on that proud su|»'emacy— 

Should tear the sign of our victorious liiith. 

From its high place of sunbeams, ibr the Moor 

In unpious joy to tranqile ! 

ELHIMA. 
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Breathes heavfly of death, her warriors sink 

Beneath their ancient banners, ere the Moor 

Hath bent his bow against them ; for the shaft 

Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its mark, 

Than the arrow of the desert. Ev'n the skies 

O'erhang the desolate splendour of her domes 

With an ill omen's aspect, shaping forth. 

From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and agns 

Foreboding ruin. Man might be withstood. 

But who shall cope with famine and disease, 

When leagued with armed foes ?— Where now the aid. 

Where the long-promised lances of Castile ? * 

— ^We are forsaken, in our utmost need. 

By heaven and earth forsaken ! 

GONZALEZ. 

If this must be, 
(And yet I will not deem it) we must fall 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to death, 
Through high conviction that their sujBering land. 
By the fi^e blood of martyrdom alone. 
Shall call deliverance down. 

ELMINA. 

Oh ! I have stood 
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Beside thee through the beatii^ stonns of life. 
With the true heart of imrepiniDg love, 
As the poor peasant's mate doth cheerily. 
In the parch'd vinejrard, or the harvest-6eld, 
Bearing her part, sustam with him the heat 
And burd«i of the day; — But now the hour, 
The heavy hoiu: is c(»iie, wb^i hitmui strength 
Sinks down, a Uul-wom pilgrim, in the dust. 
Owning that woe is mightier 1 — Spare me yet 
This bitter cup, my husband ! — Let not her, 
The mother of the love^, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
O'er its f&Sen roses dying ! 

60NKALEX. 

Urge me not, 
Tbou that through all sharp conflicts hast been found 
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— She too, thy (laughter — doth her smile unmark'd 
Pass from thee, with its radiance, day by day ? 
Shadows are gathering round her — seest thou not f 
The misty dinmess of the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o'er her beauty, and the face which made 
The summer of our hearts, now doth but send. 
With every glance, deep bodings through the soul, 
Telling of early fate. 

GONZALEZ. 

I see a change 
Far nobler on her brow ! — She is as one. 
Who, at the trumpet's sudden caU, hath risen 
From the gay banquet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for the good spear and helm. 
Beseeming sterner tasks. — ^Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laugh'd upon th' awakening heart, 
E'en as mom breaks o'er earth. But far within 
Its full dark orb, a light hath sprung, whose source 
Lies deeper in the soul. — And let the torch 
Which but illumed the glittering pageant, fade ! 
The altar-flame, i' th' sanctuary's recess. 
Bums quenchless, being of heaven ! — She hath put on 
Ck>urage, and faith, and generous constancy, 

23 
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Ev'n as a brea3q>late. — Aye, men look mi her, 
As she goes forth serenely to her tasks, 
Binding the warrior's nounds, and bearing fresh 
Cool draughts to fever'd lips ; they kxik on her, 
Thus moving in her beaudful array 
Of gentle fortitude, and bless the fair 
Majestic visi<»i, and uiunurmuhng turn 
Unto their heavy toils. 

ELHINA. 

And seest thou not 
In that high faith and strong coUectedness, 
A fearfiU inspiralioii f — T/tey have cause 
To tremble, wtw heboid th' unearthly light 
Of high, and, it may be, prophetic thought, 
Investing youth mdj grandeur ! — From the grave 
It rises, (hi whose shadowy brink thy child 
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GONZALEZ. 

My heroic child ! 
— ^A terrible sacrifice thou claim'st, O God ! 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death ! 

ELMINA. 

Is 't thus in thine ? 
Away ! — ^what time is given thee to resolve 
On ? — ^what I cannot utter ! — Speak ! thou know'gt 
Too weU what I would say. 

GONZALEZ. 

Until — ^ask not! 
The time is brief. 

ELM1NA. 

Thou saidst — ^I heard not right — 

GONZALEZ. 

The time is brief. 

ELMINA. 

What ! must we burst all ties 
Wherewith the thrilling chords of life are twined ; 
And, for this task's fulfilment, can it be 
That man, in his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To number and to mete us forth the sands 
Of hours, nay, moments ? — ^Why, the sentenced wretch, 
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He oo whose soul there rests r brother's blood 
Pour'd forth in slumber, is allow'd more time 
To wean his turbulent pas^ns from the worid 
His presence dotb poUute ! — It is not thus ! 
We must have Tune to school us. 

OONZALGZ. 

We have but 
To bow the head in silence, when Heaven's vtace 
Calls back the things we love. 

Love ! love ! — there are soft smiles and gende 'mttis. 

And there are faces, skilful to put on 

The look we trust in — and 'tis mockery all ! 

— A faithless mist, a desert- vapour, wearing 

The brightness of clear waters, thus to cheat 

The thirst that semblance kindled ! — ^There is nime. 
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Shall bear his trophies well. — ^And tbb is love ! 
This is marCs love ! — What marvel ? — you ne'er made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancy, 
While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 
His fair cheek rose and fell ; and his bright hair 
Waved softly to your breath ! — You ne'er kept watch 
Beside him, till the last pale star had set. 
And mom, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 
On your dim weary eye ; not yours the face 
Which, early faded through fond care for him, 
Hung o'er his sleep, and, duly as heaven's light. 
Was there to greet his wakening ! You ne'er smooth'd 
His couch, ne'er sung him to his rosy rest. 
Caught his least whisper, when his voice from yours 
Had leam'd soft utterance ; press'd your lip to his, 
When fever parch'd it ; hush'd his wayward cries. 
With patient, vigilant, never-wearied love ! 
No ! these are womarCa tasks ! — ^In these her youth, 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 
Steal from her all unmark'd ! — My boys ! my boys ! 
Hath vain affection borne with all for this ? 
—Why were ye given me ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Is there strength in man 
Thus to endure .^— That thou couldst read, through all 
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Its depths of nleat agony, tbe heart 
lliy voce of woe doth rend ! 

ELIQNA. 

Thy heart ! — thy heart ! — ^Away ! it feels oot now ! 
But an hour c<Hnes to tame the mighty man 
Unto the infant's weakness ; nor shall Heaven 
Spare you that bitter chastening ! — May you live 
To be alone, when loneliness dolh seem 
Most heavy to sustain ! — For roe, my voice 
or prayer and fniitless weeping shall be soon 
With all foi^otten sounds ; my quiet place 
Low with my lovely ones, and we shall sleep, 
Though kings lead armies o'er us, we shall sleep. 
Wrapt in earth's covering mantle ! — ^you the while 
Shall sit within your vast, forsaken halls, 
Ajid hear the wild and melancholy winds 
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Once through your home re-echoing, and the clasp 

Of twining arms, and all the joyous light 

Of eyes that laugb'd with youth, and made your board 

A place of sunshine ; — ^When those days are come, 

Then, in your utter desolation, turn 

To the cold world, the smiling, faithless world. 

Which hath swept past you long, and bid it quench 

Your soul's deep thirst with fame I immortal fame ! 

Fame to the sick of heart ! — a gorgeous robe, 

A crown of victory, unto him that dies 

r th' burning waste, for water ! 

GONZALEZ. 

This from thee ! 
Now the last drop of bitterness is pour'd* 
Elmina — I forgiye thee ! [Eitit Elbona. 

Aid me. Heaven ! 
From whom alone is power ! — Oh ! thou bast set 
Duties, so stem of aspect, in my path. 
They almost, to my startled gaze, assume 
The hue of things less hallow'd ! Men have sunk 
Unblamed beoeath such trials ! — ^Doth not He 
Who made us know the limits of our strengdi ? 
My wife1 my sons ! — Away ! I must not pause 
To give my heart one moment's mastery tlius ! 

[Exit Gonzalez* 



aiEGE OP VALENCU. 



Scene— The AUU of a Gothic Church. 
Hebsandez, Garcias, and othert. 

MEBNANIieZ. 

The Htes are closed. Now, valiant men, depart, 
Each to Ills [ilace — I may not say, of rest; 
Your faiiliful vigils for your sons may wia 
What must not be your own. Ye are as ibose 
Wiio sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit. But bless'd be they who UmI 
For after days ! — All high and holy thoughts 
Be wltli you, warnors, through the Ungeriog hours 
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Whose dark-red waves look'd e'en as though their source 

Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins 

Of noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest 

Roird with them to the deep. And in the years 

Of my long exile and captivity, 

With the fierce Arab, I have watch'd beneath 

The still, pale shadow of some lonely palm. 

At midnight, in the desert ; while the wind 

Swell'd witli the lion's roar, and heavily 

The fearfulness and might of solitude 

Press'd on my weary heart. 

HERNANDEZ (thoUghtfully), 

Thou litde know'st 
Of what is solitude ! — ^I tell tliee, those 
For whom — in earth's remotest nook — liowe'er 
Divided iirom their path by chain on chain 
Of mighty mountains, and tlie amplitude 
Of rolling seas — there beats one human heart. 
There breathes one being unto whom dieir name 
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound 
Heard o'er the din of life ! are not alone ! 
Not on the deep, nor in die wild, alone ; 
For there is that on earth with which tliey hold 
A brotherhood of soul ! — Call him alone, 

24 
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Who stands shut out &om this !-~And let not those 
Whose homes are bright with sunshine and widi love. 
Put on the inadence of hairiness, 
Gloiying in that proud tot ! — A lonely hour 
Is on its way to each, to all ; for Death 
ICnows no companioii^ip. 

GAKCIAi. 

I have look'd on Dealfa 
In field and storm and flood. But never yet 
Hath aught wei§^'d down my spirit to a mood 
Of sadness, dreaming o'er dark auguries, 
Ldke tliis, our watch by midnight. Fearful things 
Are gathering round us. Death upon the earth, 
Omens in Heaven ! — Tlie summer-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above us, but at times, 
Catcliing some comet's fiery hue of wrath. 
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And I beheld the meeting and the shock 

Of those wild hosts i' th' air, when, as they closed, 

A red and sultry roist, like that which mantles 

The thunder's path, fell o'er them. Then were flung 

Through the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth, 

And chariots seem'd to whirl, and steeds to sink. 

Bearing down crested warriors. But all tliis 

Was dim and shadowy ; — then swift darkness rush'd 

Down on th' unearthly batde, as the deep 

Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament. — I look'd — 

And all that fiery field of plumes and spears 

Was blotted from Heaven's face ! — ^I look'd again — 

And fi-om the brooding mass of cloud leap'd forth 

One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 

Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give 

Unto a rocking citadel ! — ^I beheld, 

And yet my spirit sunk not. 

GARCIAS. 

Neither deem 
That mine hath blench'd. — ^But these are sights and sounds 
To awe the firmest. — ^Know'st thou what we hear 
At midnight firom the walls ? — ^Were 't but the deep 
Barbaric horn, or Moorish tambour's peal. 
Thence might the warrior's heart catch impulses, 
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Sweeps proudly to llie ocean, pausing nol 
To dally with tlie flowers. 

Hark ! What quick step 
Comes hurrying through tlie gloom ai ibis dead hour f 

Elhina etUerf . 



Are not all hours as one to misery ? — Why 
Should she take note oftimef for whom the day 
And night have lost their blessed attributes 
Of sunshine and repose ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

I know thy griefs ; 
But there are trials for the tioble heart 
Wherein its own deep fountains must supply 




8IEGE OF VAUSNCIA. 191 

With an imperious claim, from all whose form, 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto sufl^ring ! 
Father ! I ask thine aid. 

HERNANDEZ. 

There is no aid 
For thee or for thy children, but with Him 
Whose presence is around us in the cbud, 
As m the shining and the glorious light. 

ELMINA. 

There is no aid !— Art thou a man of God ? 

Art thou a man of sorrow — (for the world 

Dotli call thee such) — and hast thou not been tau^t 

By Grod and sorrow — ^mighty as they are, 

To own the claims of misery } 

HERNANDEZ. 

Is there power 
With me to save thy sons f — Implore of Heaven ! 

ELKINA. 

Doth not Heaven work its purposes by man ? 
I tell thee, thou canst save them ! — Art thou not 
Gonzalez' counseDor ! — ^Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracle s ■ ■ 

HERNANDEZ. 

And therefore ?-^l^ak ! 
The noble daughter of Pelayo's line 
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Hath nought to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation's lierit^e. — Dost thou shrink f 

ELHtN*. 

Have pity on me, father !— I must speak 

That, from the thought of which, hut yesterday, 

I liad recoiled in scorn ! — But this is past. 

Oh ! we grow humble in our agonies, 

And to the dust — tlieir birth-place — bow the lieedii 

That wore tlie crown of glory ! — I am weak — 

My chastening is far more than I can bear. 

HERNANDEZ. 

These are no dmes for weakness. On our hills 
The ancient cedars, in their gather'd might. 
Are battling widi the tempest ; and the flower 
Which cannot meet its driving blast must dJe. 
— But thou hast drawn tliy nurture from a stem 
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On their majestic line ! — ^My sons ! my sons ! 
— Now is all else forgotten ! — ^I had once 
A babe that in the early spring-time lay 
Sickening upon my bosom, till at last, 
When earth's young flowers were opening to the sun, 
Death sunk on his meek eyelid, and I deem'd 
All sorrow light to mine ! — But now the fate 
Of all my children seems to brood above me 
Li the dark thunder-clouds ! — Oh ! I have power 
And voice unfaltering now to speak my prayer 
And my last lingering hope, that thou shouldst win 
The father to relent, to save his sons ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

By yielding up the city ? 

ELHINA. 

Rather say 
By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Perchance one day the sooner ! — ^Is 't not so ? 
Must we not yield at last f — How bng shall man 
Array his single breast against disease, 
And famine, and the sword ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

How teng ? — ^While h«. 
Who shadows forth his power more gloriously 

2'5 
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In the high deeds and sufTeringG of the soul. 

Than in tlie circling heavens, with all tb^ stars. 

Or tlie far-sounding deep, doth send abroad 

A spirit, which takes affliction for its mate. 

In the good cause, with solemn joy '. — How long i 

— And who art thou, thai, in the littleness 

Of thine own selfish purpose, would'st set bounds 

To the free current of all noble thought 

And generous action, bidding its bright waves 

Be stay'd, and flow no furtlier? — But the Power 

Whose interdict is laid on seas and orbs. 

To chain tliem in from wandering, hsth assign'd 

No limits unto that which man's high strength 

Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 

EUIINA. 

Oh there are tunes. 
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Thus pour'd for faith and freedom, hadi a tone 
Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf 
Of death, shall burst, and make its high appeal 
Sound unto earth and heaven ! Aye, let the land. 
Whose sons, through centuries of woe, have striven. 
And perishM by her temples, sink awhile, 
Borne down in conflict ! — But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic sufiering, hath been sown 
On all her ancient hiUs ; and generous hope 
Knows that the soil, m its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a glorious harvest ! — Earth receives 
Not one red drop, from faithful hearts, in vain. 

ELIONA. / 

Then it must be ! — ^And ye will make tliose lives. 
Those bright young lives, an ofiering — to retard 
Our doom one day ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

The mantle of that day 
May wrap the fate of Spain ! 

ELMINA. 

What led me here ? 
Why did I turn to thee m my despair ? 
Love hath no ties upon thee ; what had I 
To hope from thecj thou lone and childless man ! 
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Go to thy ^Iflnt borne ! — there no your^ roice 
Shall bid thee welcome, no liglit foot^ep ^>fing 
Forth at the sound of thine ! — What knows thy heart f 



Woman ! bow dar'st thou taunt me with n^ woes? 
7^ children too shall perish, and I say 
It sfaaQ be well ! — Why tak'st thou thought far them f 
Wearing thy heart, aud wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs, and making night thy time 
Of care yet nx»« intense, and casting health, 
Unpriz'd, to melt away, i' th' bitter cup 
Thou minglest for thyself? — Why, wbat hath earth 
To pay thee back for tWs ? — SlwU they not live 
(If the swtxA spare thran now) to prove bow aooa 
All love may be fiKgotten ? — ^Years of thought, 
Long faithful watchings, kmks of tenderness. 
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Or the wingM bark to youth, that his free course 
May be o'er hills and seas ; and weep thou not 
In thy forsaken home, for the bright world 
Lies all before him, and be sure he wastes 
No thought on thee ! 

ELMINA. 

Not so ! it is not so ! 
Thou dost but torture me ! My sons are kind, 
And brave, and gentle. 

HEBNANDEZ. 

Others too have worn 
The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet ; 
I will be calm, and thou shalt learn how earth, 
The fruitful in all agonies, hath woes 
Which far outweigh thine own. 

EUflNA. 

It may not be ! 
Whose grief is like a mother's for her sons f 

HERNANDEZ. 

My scHi lay stretch'd upon his battle-bier, 

And there were hands wrung o'er him, which had caught 

Their hue from bb young bkxxl ! 

BLMINA. 

What tale is tliis ! 
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HERNANDEZ. 

Read you no records in this mien, of things 
Whose traces on man's aspect are not such 
As the breeze leaves on water t — Lofty birth, 
War, peril, power ? — Affliction's hand is ^rong. 
If it erase the hauglity characters 
They grave so deep ! — I liave not always been 
That which I am. The name I bore is not 
Of those which perish !— I was once a chief — 
A warrior ! — nor as now, a lonely man ! 
I was a father ! 

ELMtNA. 

Then tby heart can feel ! 
Tliou wilt have pity ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Should I jAtythee? 
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HERNANDEZ. 

Let them die ! 
Let them die now^ tliy children ! so thy heart 
Shall wear their beautiful image all undimm'd, 
Within it, to the last ! Nor shalt thou learn 
The bitter lesson, of what worthless dust 
Are framed the idols, whose false glory binds 
Earth's fetter on our souls ! — ^Thou think'st it much 
To mourn the early dead ; but there are tears 
Heavy with deeper anguish ! We endow 
Those whom we love, in our fond passionate blindness, 
With power upon our souk, too absolute 
To be a mortal's trust ! Within their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful. 
As they are strong, that wield it not to pierce us ! 
— Aye, fear them, fear the loved ! — Had I but wept 
O'er my son's grave, as o'er a babe's, where tears 
Are as spring dew-drops, glittering in the sun, 
And brightening the young verdure, /might still 
Have loved and trusted ! 

ELsnNA (disdainfully). 

But he fell in war ! 
And hath not glory medicine in her cup 
For the brief pangs of nature ? 
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BKRKARDEI. 

Glory ! — Peace, 
And listen ! — By my s!de the stripling grew. 
Last of my line. I rear'd faim to take joy 
V th' blaze of arms, as eagles train their young 
To look upon the day-king !-~Hi9 quick blood 
Ev'n to his boyish cheek would mantle up, 
When the heavens rang with trumpets, and his eye 
Flash with the s|Hnt of a race whose deeds — 
But diis availeth not ! — ^Yet he ww brave. 
I 've seen him clear himself a path in fight 
As lightning through a forest, and his plume 
Waved like a torch, above the battle-storm, 
The soldier's guide, when princely crests had aaak, 
And banners were struck down.— Around my steps 
Floated his fame, like music, and I lived 
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HERNANDEZ. 

Not so! 
— ^Death ! Death ! — ^Why, earth should be a paradise, 
To make that name so fearful ! — Had he died, 
With his young fame about him for a shroud, 
I had not leam'd the might of agony, 
To bring proud natures low ! — No ! he fell off — 
— ^Why do I tell thee this ? — ^What right hast thou 
To learn how pass'd the glory from my house ? 
Yet listen ! — He forsook me ! — He, that was 
As mine own soul, forsook me ! trampled o'er 
The ashes of his sires ! — ^Aye, leagued himself 
E'en with the infidel, the curse of Spain, 
And, for the dark eye of a Moorish maid, 
Abjured his faith, his God ! — ^Now, talk of death ! 

ELMINA. 

Oh ! I can pity thee 

HERNANDEZ. 

There 's more to hear. 
I braced the corslet o'er my heart's deep wound. 
And cast my troubled spirit on the tide 
Of war and high events, whose stormy waves 

Might bear it up from sinking ; 

26 
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And ye met 

No more? 

HBRNANDEZ. 

Be still ! — ^We did !— we met once mwe. 
God had his own high purpose to fulfil, 
Or tiunk*st thou that the sun in his bright heaven 
Had look'd upon such things ? — We met once more. 
—That was an hour to leave its lightning-mark 
Sear'd upon brain and bosom ! — there had been 
Combat on Ebro*s banks, and when the day 
Sank in red ckuds, it faded from a field 
Still held by Moorish lances. Night ckued round, 
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow 
Of whose broad wmg, ev'n unto death I strore 
Long with a turban'd champion ; but my sword 
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And I beheld — speak not ! — 'twas he— ray son ! 
My boy lay dying there ! He raised one glance, 
And knew me — for he sought with feeble hand 
To cover his glazed eyes. A darker veil 
Sank o'er them soon. — ^I will not have thy look 
Fix'd on me thus ! — ^Away ! 

ELMINA. 

Thou hast se^i this, 
Thou hast done this, and yet thou liv'st f 

HERNANDEE. 

Ilive! 
And knoVst thou wherefore ? — On my soul there fell 
A horror of great darkness, which shut out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. I cast away 
The spear and helm, and made the cloister's shade 
The home of my despair. But a deep voice 
Came to me through the gloom, and sent its tones 
Far through my bosom's depths. And I awoke. 
Aye, as the mountain cedar doth shake off 
Its weight of wintry snow, e'en so I shook 
Despondence from my soul, and knew myself 
Seal'd by that blood wherewith my. hands were dyed, 
And set apart, and fearfully mark'd out 
Unto a mighty task !— -To rouse the soul 
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Of Spain, as from the dead ; and to lilt up 
The crosS) her ^gn of victory, on the hills, 
Gathering her sons to battle ! — And my voice 
Must be as freedom's tnmipet on the winds, 
From Ronoesvalles to the blue sea-waves 
Where Calpe looks on Afric ; till the land 
Have fill'd her cup of vengeance ! — ^Ask me tune 
To yield the Christian city, that its fanes 
May rear the minaret in the face of Heaven ! 
—But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Ere that day come ! 

ELM IK A. 

I ask thee this ix) more, 
For I am hopeless irow. — But yet one boon — 
Hear me, by all thy woes ! — ^Tby voice hath power 
Through the wide city — here I cannot rest : — 
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Have but one earthly journey to perform, 
Why, on his pathway to the place of death, 
Aye, when the very axe is glistening cold 
Upon his dizzy sight, his pale, parchM lip 
Implores a cup of water ? — Why, the stroke 
Which trembles o'er him in itself shall bring 
Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 
Nature's last prayer f — I tell diee that the thirst 
Which bums my spirit up is agony 
To be endured no more ! — ^And I must look 
Upon my children's faces, I must hear 
Their voices, ere they perish ! — ^But hath Heaven 
Decreed that they must perish ? — Who shall say 
If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 
Which prayers and tears may melt? 

HERNANDEZ. 

There ! — ^with the Moor ! 
Let him till up tlie measure of his guilt ! 
— ^Tis madness aU I — How wouldst thou pass th' array 
Of armed foes ? 

ELMINA. 

Oh ! free doth sorrow pass. 
Free .and unquestion'd, through a suffering world ! ' 
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HKKN ANDES. 

This must not be. Enough of woe is liid 

E'eo DOW, upon thy lord's heroic soul, 

For man to bear, unginking. Press thou not 

Too heavily th* o'erburthen'd heart. — Away ! 

Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for strength 

Up to Heaven's gale. — Faxewell I 

[£xt( Herkandez. 

EUONA. 

Are aD men thus f 
— ^Why, wer*! not better they should fall e'en now 
Than hve to shut their hearts, in haughty 9c<mii, 
Against the sufferer's pleadings ! — But no, no ! 
Who can be like thit man, thai slew Ins son, 
Tet wears his life still |«oud!y, and a soul 
Untamed upon his brow ? 
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DIRGE HEARD WITHOUT. 

Thou to thy rest art gone, 
High heart ! and what are we, 
While o'er our heads the storm sweeps on, 
That we should mourn for thee f 

Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried son of Spain ! 
To those that live, the lance and spear. 
And well if not the chain ! 

Be theirs to weep the dead 
As they sit beneath their vines, 
Whose flowery land hath borne no tread 
Of spoilers o'er its shrines ! 

Thou hast thrown off the load 
Which we must yet sustain, 
And pour our blood where thine hath flow'd, 
Too blest if not in vain ! 

We give thee holy rite, 

Slow knell, and chaunted strain ! 
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By slow endurance, is a iriumph won 

For Hpaio's red cross. And be of tmsbng heart ! 

A few brief hours, and those that tuin'd away 

In cold despondence, shrinking from your voice, 

May crowd around their leader, and demand 

To be array'd for batde. We must watch 

For the swift impulse, and await io time, 

As the hark waits the ocean's. You have diosen 

To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance, 

When they were weary ; they had cast aside 

Their arms to slumber ; or a knell, just then 

With its deep hoUow tone, bad made tbe bk>od 

Creep shuddering tbrou^ then- veins ; or they had caught 

A glimpse of some new meteor, and shaped forth 

Strange omens from its blase. 

OONZALES. 
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Some answer'd with a fierce and bitter laugh, 
As men whose agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of sufferance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt from the light of spirit. — Others lay — 
— ^Why should I tell tliee, father ! how despair 
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust ? — And yet for this, 
Fear not that I embrace my doom — Oh God ! 
That 'twere my doom alone ! — ^with less of fix'd 
And solemn fortitude. — ^Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I by them 
Once more may consecrate my sword, my life, 
— ^But what are these f — Who hath not dearer lives 
Twined with his own ? — I shall be bnely soon — 
Childless ! — Heaven wills it so. Lict us begone. 
Perchance before the shrine my heart may beat 
With a less troubled motion. 

[Exeunt Gokzai^ez and He^nanp^^. 
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Scene— A Tent in the Moorith C<mp. 

Abdullah, Alphonso, Carlos. 

abdlxlih. 
These are bold n-ords : but hast (hou look'd on deatli. 
Fair stripling ? — On thy cheek and stinny brow 
Scarce fifteen summers of their laughing course 
Have lefl light traces. If thy shaft hath [nerced 
The ibex of the mountains, if thy step 
Haih climb'd some eagle's nest, and thou hast made 
His nest thy spcnl, 'tis much ! — And fear'st thou not 
The leader of die migh^ ? 

ALPHONSO. 

I have been 




SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 213 

Into the whispering breeze, and where wild flowers 
Bloom o'er forgotten graves ! — ^But know'st thou aught 
Of those, where sword from crossing sword strikes fire. 
And leaders are borne down, and rushing steeds 
Trample die life from out die mighty hearts 
That ruFd the storm so late ? — Speak not of death. 
Till thou hast look'd on such. 

ALPHONSO. 

1 was not bom 
A shepherd's son, to dwell widi pipe and crook, 
And peasant-men, amidst the lowly vales ; 
Instead of ringing clarions, and bright spears, 
And crested knights ! — ^I am of princely race, 
And, if my father would have heard my suit, 
I tell thee, infidel ! that long ere now, 
I should have seen how lances meet ; and swords 
Do the field's work. 

ABDULLAH. 

Boy ! know'st thou there are sights 
A thousand times more fearful f — ^Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and moimtains ring 
To batde-hora and tecbir.* — But not all 
So pass away in glory. There are those, 



* Tecbir^ the war-cry of the Moors and Arabs. 
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*Midst ihe dead silence of pale multitudea, 
lied forth in feOen — dost tbou mark me, bojr i 
To take their last k»k of th' all-gladdening sun, 
And bow, pen^ance, the stately head of youth. 
Unto the death of shame ! — Hadst tltou seen 

ALPHONSO (to CASLOS). 

Sweet brother, God is with us — fear thou not ! 
We have had heroes for our sires— this man 
Should not behold us tremble. 

ABDULLAH. 

There are means 
To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again, 
I ask tbee, wilt thou, from beneath the walls, 
Sue to thy sire for life ; w wouldst tbou die, 
With diis, thy brotheri' 

ALFH0N80. 
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Valencia from the Moor.* — ^I will not shame 
The blood we draw from him ! 

(A Moorish Soldier enters.) 

SOLDIER. 

Valencia's lord 
Sends messengers, my chief. 

ABDinXAH. 

Conduct them hither. 

[^The Soldier goes outy and re^-enters tmth Elmina, 
disguised^ and an Attendant. 

Carlos (springing forward to the Attendant). 
Oh ! take me hence, Diego ; take me hence 
With thee, that I may see my mother's face 
At morning, when I wake. Here dark-brow'd men 
Frown strangely, with their cniel eyes, upon us. 
Take me with thee, for diou art good and kind. 
And well I know, thou lov'st me, my Diego ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Peace, boy ! — ^What tidings, Christian, from thy lord ? 
Is he grown humbler, doth he set the lives 
Of these fair nurslings at a city's worth ? 

ALPHONSO (rushing forward impatiently). 
Say not, he doth ! — ^Yet wherefore art thou here ? 
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If it be so — I could weep burning tears 
For very shame ! — If this caa he, return ! 
Tell him, of all bJs wealth, his battle-spoils, 
I wiU but ask a war-horse anil a sword, 
And that be^de him in the mountain-chase. 
And in his lialls and at his stately feasts, 
My place ^all be no more ! — but no !— I wrong, 
I wrong my father ! — Moor ! believe it not ! 
He is a champion of tlie cross and Spain, 
Sprung from the Cid ; — and I too, I can die 
As a ivarrior's high-bom child ! 

ELMINA. 

Alas! Alas! 
And wouldst thou die, thus early die, fair boy? 
What hath life done to thee, that thou sbouldst cast 
Its flower away, in very scorn of heart. 
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Of sQent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
Untold and unimagined ; let me die 
With you, now I have held you to my heart, 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light 
My soul hath lived for years ! 

CARLOS. 

Sweet mother ! now 
Thou shalt not leave us more. 

ABDULLAH. 

Enough of this ! 
Woman ! what seek'st thou here f — How hast thou dared 
To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts f 

ELMINA. 

Think'st thou there dwells no courage but in breasts 
That set their mail against the ringing spears. 
When heknets are struck down ? — ^Thou little know'st 
Of nature's marvels! — Chief! my heart is nerved 
To make its way through things which warrior-men, 
— Aye, they that master death by field or flood, 
Would look on, ere they braved ! — ^I have no thought, 
No sense of fear ! — ^Thou'rt mighty ! but a soul 
Wound up like mine is mightier, in the power 
Of that one feeling, pour'd through all its depths, 
Than monarchs with their hosts ! — Am I not come 
To die with these, my chUdren ? 

28 
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ABDtn-t^H. 

Doth thy r^b 
Bid thee do this, fond Christian ?— Hast thou not 
The means to save them ? 

ELMINA. 

I have prayers, and tears, 
And agonies ! — and he — ray God — the God 
Whose hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
To bow the crested head — hath made these things 
Most powerful in a world where all must learn 
That one deep language, by the storm cail'd forth 
From the bruised reeds of earth ! — For thee, perchance, 
Affliction's chastening lesson hath not yet 
Been laid upon thy heart, and thou may'gt love 
To see the creatures, by its might brought low. 
Humbled before thee. [She throws herself at kit fi^. 
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Unto this infidel ! — Rise, rise, my mother ! 
This ^ght doth shame our house ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Thou daring boy ! 
They that in arms have taught thy father's land 
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty mien 
Unto another language. 

ELMINA. 

Peace, my son ! 
Have pity on my heart ! — Oh, pardon, Chief ! 
He is of noble blood ! — Heai*, hear me yet ! 
Are there no lives through which the shafts of Heaven 
May reach your soul ? — He diat loves aught on earth, 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless ! 
Is it for those, whose fi*ail mortality 
Must one day strive alone with Grod and death. 
To shut their souls against th' appealing voice 
Of nature, in her anguish ? — ^Warrior ! Man ! 
To you too, aye, and haply with your hosts. 
By thousands and ten thousands marshaU'd round. 
And your strong armour on, shall come that stroke 
Which the lance wards not ! — ^Where shall your high heart 
Find refuge then, if in the day of might 
Woe hath lain prostrate, bleeding at your feet, 
And you have pitied notf 
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ABDULLAH. 

These are vain words. 

ELMINA. 

Have you do diildren ? — fear you not to bring 

The lightning on their heads ? — In your own laud 

Doth no fond mother, from the tents, beneath 

Your native palms, look o'er ilie deserts out, 

To greet your homeward step ? — You have not yet 

Forgot so utterly her patient love — 

— For is not woman's, in all climes, the same ? — 

That you should scorn my prayer ! — Oh Heaven ! his eye 

Doth wear no mercy ! 



Then it mocks you not. 
I have swept o'er the mountains of your land, 
Leaving my traces, as the visitings 
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ABDUIXAH. 

Kneel not to me. 
Kneel to your lord ! on his resolves doth hang 
His children's doom. He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words. 

ELMiNA (rising indignantly). 
Speak not of noble men ! — he bears a soul 
Stronger than love or death. 

ALPHONso (mth exultation), 

I knew 'twas thus ! 
He could not fail ! 

ELMINA. 

There is no mercy, none, 
On this cold eardi ! — ^To strive with such a world, 
Hearts should be void of love ! — ^We will go hence. 
My children ! we are summcm'd. Lay your heads, 
In dieir young radiant beauty, once again 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond the clouds which press us darkly round, 
Will yet have pity, and before his face 
We three will stand together ! Moslem ! now 
Let the stroke fall at once ! 

ABDULLAH. 

'TIS thine own will. 
These might e'en yet be spared. 
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ELHlHt. 

Thou wilt not spare ! 
And ]ie benealli whose eye their childliood grew, 
And in whose paths tliey sported, and whose ear 
From dieir first lisping accents caught die sound 
Of that word — Father — once a name of love — • 
Is Men shall call luiii sledfatl. 

ABDUU^H. 

Hath die blast 
or sudden tmmpets ne'er at dead of night, 
When the land's watchers fear'd no liostile step. 
Startled the shimberers Iram their dreainy world, 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been 
Sttdfast as thine f 

ELHINA. 

Til ere 's meaning in thine eye. 
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ELMINA. 

Thou hast said too well. 
But what of this ? 

ABDULLAH. 

Then there are those, to whom 
The Prophet's armies not as foes would pass 
Yon gates, but as deliverers^ Might they not 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest, 
Be won to welcome us. — ^Your children's steps 
May yet bound lightly through their father's halls ! 

ALPHONSO (indignantly). 
Thou treacherous Moor ! 

ELMINA. 

Let me not thus be tried 
Beyond all strength, oh Heaven ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Now, 'tis for thecy 
Thou Christian mother ! on thy sons to pass 
The sentence — ^life or death ! — ^the price is set 
On their young blood, and rests within thy hands. 

ALPHONSO. 

Mother ! tboix tremblest ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Hath thy heart resolved r 
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ELMiNA (covering her face with her hands). 
My boy's proud eye is on me, aiid the things 
Which rush, in stonny darkness, dirough my soul, 
Shrink from his glance. I cannot answer here. 

ABDULI^H. 

Come forth. We 11 commune elsewliere. 
CARLOS (to hit mother). 

Wilt thou go? 
Oh ! let me follow thee ! 



Mine own fair child ! 
— Now that thine eyes have poiir'd once more on mine 
The light of their young smile, and thy sweet voice 
Hath sent its gentle music through my soul, 
And I have feh the twining of thine a 
—How shall I leave thee ? 
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ELMINA. 

Oh ! that I should live 
To say, I dare not look on thee ! — FareweU, 
My first born, fare thee well ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Yet, yet beware ! 
It were a grief more heavy on thy soul, 
That I should blush for thee, than o'er my grave 
That thou shouldst proudly weep ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Away ! we trifle here. The night wanes fast. 
Come forth ! 

ELMINA. 

One more embrace ! My sons, farewell ! 
[Exeunt Abdullah toith Elmina and 
her Attendant. 

ALPHONSO. 

Hear me yet once, my mother ! 

Art thou gone ? 
But one word more ! 

[He rushes outjfoUawed by Cajilos. 

t 



2§ 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



rScene — The Garden of a Palace in Vdenaa. 



XiMENA, Theresa. 

THERESA. 

Staj' yet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the limes, 
And sliaking sweetness from the orange boughs, 
Than waits you in the city. 

XIMENA. 

There are those 
In tlieir last need, and on their bed of death. 
At which no hand dotli minister but mine. 
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Now speaks too deep a language ! and of all 
Its dreamy and mysterious melodies, 
The breathing soul is sadness ! — I have felt 
That summons through my spirit, after which 
The hues of earth are changed, and all her sounds 
Seem fraught witli secret warnings. — ^There is cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where Death is busy, taming warrior-hearts. 
And pouring winter through the fiery blood, 
And fettering the strong arm ! — For now no sigh 
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven. 
No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf. 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
Some token to my soul. — ^But nought of this 
Unto my mother ! — ^These are awful hours ! 
And on their heavy steps, afllictions crowd 
With such dark pressure, there is left no room 
For one grief more. 

THERESA. 

Sweet lady, talk not thus ! 
Your eye this mom doth wear a calmer light, 
There 's more of life in its clear tremulous ray 
Than I have mark'd of late. Nay, go not yet ; 
Rest by tliis fountain, where tlie laurels dip 
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Their glossy leaves. A fresher gale dodi tpring 
From the transparent waters, dashing round 
Their »lvery spray, with a sweet vmoe of CQolnfl«% 
O'er the pale glistening marble. rTwill call up 
Faint bloom, if but a moment's, to your cheek. 
Rest here, ere you go forth, and I will song 
The melody you love. 



THEREBA MItgt. 

Why is the Spanish maiden's ^ve 
So far &om her own bright land ? 

The sunny Rowers that o'er it wave 
Were sown by no kindred hand. 
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The lowly Cross, with flowers o'ergrown, 

Marks well that place of rest ; 
But who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 

A sword, a helm, a crest f 

These are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear ! 
— Some blossom pluck'd, some faded leaf. 

Should grace a maiden's bier ! 

Scorn not her tomb — deny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
O'er that forsaken sepulchre. 

Banner and plume might wave. 

She bound the steel, in battle tried. 

Her fearless heart above. 
And stood with brave men, side by side. 

In the strength and faith of k>ve ! 

That strength prevail'd — ^that faith was bless'd ! 

True was the javelin tlux)wn. 
Yet pierced it not her warrior's breast, 

She met it with her own ! 
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And nobly won, where heroes fell 

In anns for the holy shriDS, 
A death which saved what she loved so well. 

And a grave in Palestine. 

Thai let the Rose of Sharon ^read 

Its hreast to the glowing air, 
And the Palmof Judah lift its head, 

Green and immortal there ! 

And let yon grey stone, unde&ced, 
With its trophy mark the scene, 

TeUing the pilgrim of the waste, 
Where Love and Death have been. 
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Come on — our tasks await us. They who know 
Their hours are numberM out, have little time 
To give the vague and slumberous languor way, 
Which doth steal o'er them in the breath of flowers, 
And whisper of soft winds. 

Elmina enters hurriedly. 

ELMINA. 

This air will calm my spirit, ere yet I meet 

Bis eye, which must be met. — ^Thou here, Ximena ! 

[SAc starts back on seeing Ximena. 

XIMENA. 

Alas ! my mother ! In that hurrying step 
And troubled glance I read — 

ELMINA (wildly). 

Thou read'st it not ! 
Why, who would live, if unto mortal eye 
The things lay glaring, which within our hearts 
We treasure up for God's ? — ^Thou read'st it not ! 
I say, thou canst not ! — ^There 's not one on earth 
Shall know the dioughts, which for themselves have made 
And kept dark places in the very breast 
Wliereon he hath laid his slumber, till the hour 
When the graves open ! 
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Motlicr I what is this f 
Alas ! your eye is wandering, and your cheek 
Flush'd, as with fever ! To your woes the nighl 
Hath brought no rest. 

ELMINA, 

Rest ! — who should rest ? — not he 
That holds one earthly blessing to his heart 
Nearer tfian life !— No ! if this world have aught 
of bright or predous, let not him who calb 
Such things his own, take rest ! — Dark spirits keep watdt, 
And they to wboro fair honour, chivalrous fame, 
Were as heaven's air, the vital element 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their nuls 
Made marks for human scorn ! — ^Will they bear oa 
With life struck down, and thus disn^d of all 
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My mother ! peace 
Is Heaven's benignant answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt thou kneel with me.** 

ELMINA. 

Away ! 'tis but for souls unstaiu'd to wear 

Heaven's tranquil image on their deptlis. — ^The stream 

Of my dark thoughts, aD broken by the storm, 

Reflects but clouds and lightnings ! — Didst thou speak 

Of peace ? — 'tis fled from earth ! — ^but there is joy ! 

Wild, troubled joy ! — And who shaD know, my child ! 

It is not happiness ? — Why, our own hearts 

Will keep the secret close ! — Joy, joy ! if but 

To leave this desolate city, with its dull 

Slow knells and dirges, and to breathe again 

Th' untainted mountain-air ! — But hush ! the trees. 

The flowers, the waters, must hear nought of this ! 

They are full of voices, and will whisper things 

— ^We Tl speak of it no more. 

XIMENA. 

Oh ! pit}Tng Heaven ! 
This grief doth shake her reason ! 

ELMINA (starting). 

Hark ! a step ! 
'Tis — 'tis thy father's ! — come away — ^not now — 
He must not see us now ! 

30 
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XIMENA. 

Why should this be!* 
Gonzalez enters, and detains Elmina. 

GONZALEZ. 

Eimina, dost thou shun me ? — Have we not. 
E'en from the hopeful and the sunny tiine 
When youth was as a glory round our brows, 
Held on through life together? — And is this, 
When eve is gatbeiing round us, with the ghxHn 
Of stonily clouds, a time to part our steps 
UpoD the darkening wild f 

ELMINA (coldly). 

There needs not this. 
Why sbouldst thou diink I shunn'd thee i* 
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Whose very breatliings on the soul erase 
All record of past love, save the chill sense 
Th' unquiet memory of its wasted faith, 
And vain devotedness ! — Aye ! they that fix 
Afiection's perfect trust on aught of earth, 
Have many a dream to start from ! 

GONZALEZ. 

This is but 
The wildness and the bitterness of grief. 
Ere yet tlie unsettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes all conflict vain. 

Hark ! was there not 
A sound of distant trumpets, far beyond 
The Moorish tents, and of another tone 
Than th' Afric horn, Ximena ? 

XIMENA. 

Oh, my father ! 
I know that horn too weU. — Tis but the wind. 
Which, with a sudden rismg, bears its deep 
And savage war-note from us, wafting it 
O'er the far hilb. 

GONZALEZ. 

Aks ! tbis woe noiu^t jite ! 
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I do but shake my spirit from its lieiglit 

So startling U with liope ! — Bitt tlie dread bour 

Sliall be met bravely still. 1 can keep do\vii 

Yet for a little while— and Heaven will ask 

No more — tlie passionate workings of my heart ; 

—And diine — Elmina f 

ELHINA. 

Tis — 1 am prepared. 
I have prepared for all. 

GONZALEZ. 

Oh, well I knew 
Thou wouldst not fail me ! — Nol in vain my sou). 
Upon thy faith and coiurage, hath built up 
Unshaken trust. 

ELUiNA (viUdly). 
Away ! — thou know'st me not ! 
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Undimm'd o'er every trial ? — And, as our fates, 
So must our names be, undivided ! — ^Thine, 
r th' record of a warrior's life, shaU find 
Its place of stainless honour. — By his side 

ELMINA. 

May this be borne ? — How much of agony 

Hath the heart room for ? — Speak to me in wrath — 

I can endure it ! — But no gentle words ! 

No words of love ! no praise ! — ^Thy sword might slay, 

And be more merciful ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Wherefore art thou thus ? 
Elmina, my beloved ! 

ELMINA. 

No more of love ! 
— ^Have 1 not said there 's that within my heart, 
Whereon it faUs as living fire would fall 
Upon an unclosed wound ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Nay, lift thine eyes 
That I may read their meanmg ! 

ELMINA. 

Never more 
With a free soul — ^What have I said ? — 'twas nought ! 
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Take thou no iieed ! The words of wretchedness 
Admit not scrutiny. Wouldst thou mark (he speech 
Of troubled dreams ? 

GONZALEZ. 

I hare seen thee in the hour 
Of thy deep spirit's joy, and when the breath 
Of grief hung chilling round thee ; in all change, 
Bright healtli and drooping sickness ; hope and fear ; 
Youth and decline ; but never yet, Elmlna, 
Ne'er hath thine eye till now shrunk back pertuti>'d 
With shame or dread, from mine ! 

ELMINA. 

Thy glance dotfa seai 
A wounded heart too deeply. 

GONZALEZ. 

Hast thou there 
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ELMINA. 

This to me ! 
— ^Bring your inspiring war-notes, and your sounds 
Of festal music roui)d a dying man ! 
Will his heart echo them ? — But if thy words 
Were spells, to call up, witli each lofty tone, 
The grave's most awful spirits, they would stand 
Powerless before my anguish ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Then, by her, 
Who there looks on thee in the purity 
Of her devoted youth, and o'er whose name 
No blight must fall, and whose pale cheek must ne'er 
Bum witli that deeper tinge, caught painfuUy 
From the quick feeling of dishonoiff. — Speak ! 
Unfold this mystery ! — By thy sons 

ELMINA. 

My sons ! 
And canst thou name them f 

GONZALEZ. 

Proudly ! — Better far 
They died with all the promise of their youth, 
And tlie fair honour of their house upon them. 
Than tliat with manhood's high and passk)nate soul 
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To fearfu] strength unfolded, they should live, 

Barr'd from the lists of crested chivalry, 

And pining, b the silence of a woe, 

Which from the heart shuts dayhght ; — o'er the shame 

Of those who gave them birth ! — But thou couldst ne'er 

Forget their bity claims ! 

ELHINA (wUdli/). 

Twas but for them ! 
Twas for tliem only ! — Who shall dare arrmgn 
Madness of crime ? — And he who made us, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives, 
Which bear domt reason ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Tliou, whom 1 have bved 
With such high trust, as o'er our nature threw 
A glory, scarce allow'd ; — wliat hast thou done ? 
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ELMINA. 

^ Look to the gate ! 

Thou 'rt worn with toil — but take no rest to-night ! 
The western gate ! — ^Its watchers have been won — 
The Christian city hath been bought and soM ! 
They wiU admit the Moor ! 

GONZALEZ. 

They have been won ! 
Brave men and tried so kxig ! — Whose work was thb f 

BLMINA. 

Think'st thou all hearts litre thine f-^an mothers stand 
To see their children perish ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Then the guik 
Was thine f 

BLMINA. 

— Shall mortal dare to call it guilt .^ 
I tell thee. Heaven, which made all holy things, 
Made nought more holy than the boundless love 
Which fills a mother's heart ! — ^I say, 'tis woe 
Enough, with such an aching tenderness, 
To love aught earthly ! — and m vain ! in vain ! 
— ^We are press'd down too sorely ! 

31 
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GONZALEZ Ci'fi a tow despottding voice). 
Now my life 
ts struck to wortiiless ashes ! — In my soul 
Suspicion halli ta'eii root. Tlie nobleness 
Hencefonh is blotted from all human brows. 
Aiid fearful |K)wer, a dark and Iroubious gift. 
Almost like prophecy, is pour'd upon me, 
To read the guilty secrets in each eye 
That once look'd bright with truth ! 

— Why then I have gain 
What men call wisdom ! — A new sense, to which 
All tales tJiat speak of high fidelity. 
And holy courage, and proud lionour, tried, 
Search'd, and found stedfasi, even to martyrdom. 
Are food for mockery ! — Why should I not cast 
From my thinn'd locks the wearing helm at coce, 
And in the heaty sickness of my soul 
TTirow the sword down for ever ? — Is diere augbt 
In all this world of gilded hollowness, 
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GONZALEZ. 

Thy face is fair ; 
And hath been unto me, in other days, 
As morning to the joumeyer of the deep ; 
But now — 'tis too like hers ! 

ELMiNA (falling at his feet). 

Woe, shame and woe, 
Are on me in their might !— forgive, forgive ! 

GONZALEZ (starting up). 
Doth the Moor deem that / have part or share. 
Or counsel in this vileness ? — Stay me not ! 
Let go thy hold — 'tis powerless on me now — 
I linger here, while treason is at work ! 

[Exit Gonzalez. 

ELBnNA. 

Ximena, dost thou scorn me f 

ximena. 

I have found 
In mine own heart too much of feebleness. 
Hid, beneath many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom nought can blind ; — to dare do aught 
But pity thee, dear mother ! 

ELMINA. 

Blessings light 
On thy fair head, my gende child, for this ! 
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Thou kind and merciful ! — My sou) is faint — 
Worn with lor^ Etrife ! — Is there aught else to do. 
Or suffer, ere we die !— Oh God ! my sons ! 
— t have betray'd them !— All their innocent Uood 
h 00 my soul ! 

xim-.NA. 
How shall I Cfflnfort thee ? 
— Oh ! hark 1 what sounds cmne deepening on the wind. 
So full of solemn hope ! 

(Aprofxtnon of^tau pauet acrott the Scene, bearing 
rdia, and dumting.) 



A sword is on the land ! 
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Now, that alike the feeble and the brave 

Must cry, " We perish ! " — Father ! hear, and save ! 

The days of song are fled ! 
The winds come loaded, wafting dirge-notes by. 
But they that linger soon unmourn'd must die ; 

— The dead weep not the dead ! 
— Wflt thou forsake us 'midst the stormy wave ? 
We sink, we perish ! — Father, hear, and save ! 

Helmet and lance are dust ! 
Is not the strong man wither'd from our eye ? 
The arm struck down that held our banners high f 

— ^Thine is our spirit's trust ! 
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave ! 
Do we not perish ? — Father, hear, and save ! 

Hernandez mien. 

ELMINA. 

Why comest thou, man of vengeance ? — ^What have I 
To do with thee ? — ^Am I not bow'd enough ? 
Thou art no mourner's comforta* ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Thy lord 
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Hath sent me untQ thee. Till this day's tasd 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart 1 
He bids thee seek liim not, but lay thy woes 
Before Heaven's altar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with God. 

ELHINA. 

Ti] this day's task 
Be closed ! — there is strange triumph in thine eye»— 
Is it that I have fallen from that high place 
Whereon I stood in fame ? — But 1 can feel 
A wild and bitter pride in thus being past 
The power of thy dark glance ! — My spuit now 
Is woimd about by one sole mighty grief; 
Thy scom hath lost its sting. — ^Thou mayst reproach — 

HERNANDEZ. 

I come not to reproach thee. Heaven doth woHc 
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ELMINA. 

My senses fail — 
Thou saidst — speak yet again ! — I could not catch 
The meaning of tliy words. 

HERNANDEZ. 

E'en now thy lord 
Hath sent our foes defiance. On the walls 
He stands in conference with the boastful Moor, 
And awful strength is with him. Through the blood 
Which this day must be pour'd in sacrifice 
Shall Spain be firee. On all her olive-hills 
Shall men set up the batde-sign of fire, 
And round its blaze, at midnight, keep the sense 
Of vengeance wakeful in each other's hearts 
E'en with thy children's tale ! 

XIMENA. 

Peace, father ! peace ! 
Behold she sinks ! — tlie storm hath done its work 
Upon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her hence. ^They lead her away. 
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Scene — ^ ttnet in falenaa. Several Grroupt of Citi- 
xetu and SoldUrt, many of them lying on tAc iSl^ «f 
a Church. Arm* scattered on the Qromd around 
them. 

AN OLD CITIZEN. 

The air is sultry, as with ihunder-clouds. 
I left ray desolate home, that I m^jht breathe 
More freely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
With this hot gloom o'erburtlien'd. I have now 
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends, 
Will bring the old man water from the fount, 
To moisiL'n liis pnrch'i! li 
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These are dark times ! I have not been alone 
In my affliction. 

THIRD CITIZEN (with bittemess). 
Why, we have but this thought 
Left for our gloomy comfort ! — And 'tis well ! 
Aye, let the balance be awhile struck even 
Between the noble's palace and the hut, 
Where the worn peasant sickens ! — ^They that bear 
The humble dead unhonour'd to their homes. 
Pass now i' th' streets no lordly bridal train, 
With its exulting music ; and the wretch 
Who on the marble steps of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in liis last need 
And agony of famine, doth behold 
No scornful guests, with their long purple robes. 
To the banquet sweeping by. Why, this is just ! 
These are the days when pomp is made to feel 
Its human mould ! 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Heard you last night the sound 
Of Saint Jago's bell ? — How sullenly 
From the great tower it peal'd ! 

FIFTH CITIZEN. 

Aye, and 'tis said 
S2 
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No mortal haod was near when so it seem'd 
To shake the midnight streets. 

OLD CITIZEN. 

Too weU I know 
The sound of coming fate !— Tis ever thus 
When Death is on his way to make it night 
In the Cid's ancient house.' — Oh ! there are things 
In this strange world of which we have all to learn 
When its dark bounds are pass'd.— Yon hell, untouch'd, 
(Save by the hands we see not) still doth speak — 
— When of that line some stately head is mark'd, — 
With a wild hoUow peal, at dead of night, 
Rockii^ Valencia's towers. I have heard it oft, 
Nor known its warning false. 

rOCSTH CITIZEK. 

And win our chief 
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Should pass away ! — For she, his daughter too, 
Moves upon eaith as some bright thing whose time 
To sojourn there is short. 

FIFTH CITIZEN* 

Then woe for us 
When she is gone ! — ^Her voice — the very sound 
Of her soft step was comfort, as she moved 
Through the still house of mourning ! — ^Who like her 
Shall give us hope again f 

OLD CITIZEN. 

Be still ! — she comes, 
And with a mien how changed ! — A hurrying step. 
And a flushed cheek ! — ^What may this bode .'*— Be still ! 

XiMENA eniersj toith Attendants carrying a Banner. 

XIMENA. 

Men of Valencia ! in an hour like this. 
What do ye here ? 

A CITIZEN. 

We die! 

XIHENA. 

Brave men die now 
GHrt for the toil, as travellers suddenly 
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By the <lark night o'ertaken oti their way ! 

These days require such death !— It b loo much 

Of luxury for our wild and angry times, 

To fold the mande round us, and to sink 

From life, as flowers that shut up silently, 

When the sun's heat doth sc<»^h them ! — Hear 3^6 not ? 

A CITIZEN. 

Lady ! what wouldsl thou witli us ? 

SI MEN A. 

Rise and arm ! 
E'en now die cluldren of your chief arc led 
Forth by the Moor to perish ! — Shall this be. 
Shall the high sound of such a name be hush'd, 
r th* land to which for ages it hath been 
A battle word, as 'twere some passing note 
Of shepherd -music ? — Must this work be done, 
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XIMENA. 

Are ye so poor 
Of soul, ray countrymen ! that ye can draw 
Strength from no deeper source than that which sends 
The red blood mantling through the joyous veins. 
And gives the fleet step wings ? — ^Why, how have age 
And sensitive womanhood ere now endured, 
Through pangs of searching fire, in some proud cause, 
Blessing that agony ? — Think ye the Power 
Which bore them nobly up, as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his sway, was earthy, of tliis earth. 
This dull mortality ? — Nay, then look on me ! 
Death's touch hath mark'd me, and I stand amongst you 
As one whose place, i' th' sunshine of your world. 
Shall soon be left to fill ! — ^I say, the breath 
Of th' incense, floating through yon fane, shall scarce 
Pass (rom your path before me ! But even now, 
I have that within me, kindling tlirough the dust, 
Which from all time hath made high deeds its voice 
And token to the nations ! — Look on me ! 
Why hath Heaven pour'd forth courage, as a flame 
Wasting tlie womanish heart, which must be still'd 
Yet sooner for its swift consuming brightness, 



364 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

If DOt to shame your doubt, and your deqnir, 
And your soul's torpor ? — Yet, arise and arm ! 
It may not be too late. 



Why, what are we. 
To cope with hosts f — Tlius faint, and worn, and few, 
O'emumber'd and forsaken, Is 't for us 
To stand against the mighty ? 

XIKENA. 

And for whom 
Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From their high places, made the fearfiihiess, 
Aud ever-wakefiil presence of his power, 
To the pale startled earth most manifest, 
But for the weak ? — Was 't for the helm'd and crovm'd 
That suns were stay'd at noonday ? — Stormy seas 
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Who is forsaken ? — He tiiat gives the thought 
A place within his breast ! — Tis not for you. 
—Know ye this banner ? 

CITIZENS (murmuring to each other). 

Is she not inspired ? 
Doth not Heaven call us by her fervent voice ? 

XIMENA. 

Know ye this banner ? 

CITIZENS. 

Tis the Cid's. 

XIMENA. 

The Cid's ! 
Who breathes that name but in th' exulting tone 
Which the heart rings to ? — Why, the very wind 
As it swells out the noble standard's fold 
Hath a triumphant sound ! — ^The Cid's ! — it moved 
Even as a sign of victory through the land, 
From the free skies ne'er stooping to a foe ! 

OLD CITIZEN. 

Can ye still pause, my brethren ? — Oh ! that youth 
Through this worn frame were kindling once again ! 

XIMENA. 

Ye Unger still ? — ^Upon this very air, 

He that was bom in happy hour for Spain,' 
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PourM forth tus cooquering sjnrit ! — Twas tbe breeze 

From your own mountains which came down to ware 

This banner of his battles, as it droop'd 

Above the champion's death-bed. Nor even then 

lis tale of glofy closed. — ^They made no moan 

O'er the dead hero, and no dirge was sung,^ 

But tbe deep tambour and shriU bom of war 

Told when the migh^ pass'd ! — They wrapt him not 

Wth the pale shroud, but braced the warrior's form 

In war-array, and on bis barbed steed. 

As for a triumph, rear'd him ; marching forth 

In the hush'd midnight from Valencia's walls, 

Beleaguer'd tben, as now. All silently 

The stately funeral moved : — but who was lie 

That follow'd, charging on the tall white horse, 

And with the solemn standard, broad and pale, 
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The Cid's high banner stream'd all joyously, 
For still its lord was there ! 

CITIZENS (rising tumtdtttously). 

Even unto death 
Again it shall be follow'd ! 

XIMENA. 

Will he see 
The noble stem hewn down, the beacon-light 
Which his house for ages o'er the land 
Hath shone through cloud and storm, thus quench'd at 

once ? 
Will he not aid his children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril ? — Awful power 
Is with the holy dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot burst ! 
— ^Is it a thing forgotten, how he woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spam 
In her great danger ? — At the night's mid-watch 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hollow-echoing streets. 
As with the heavy tramp of steel-clad men, 
By thousands marching through ! — For he had risen ! 
The Carapeador was on his march again, 
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And in bis aims, and foUow'd by his hosts 

Of shadowy spearmen ! — He had left the world 

From which we are dimly parted, and gtrne forth, 

And call'd his buried warriors from their sleep, 

Gadierii^ them round him to deliver Spain ; 

For A&ic was upon her ! — Morning broke — 

Day rush'd through the cloud of batde ; — but at eve 

Our God had triumph'd, and the rescued land 

Sent up a shout of victory from the field. 

That rock'd her ancient mountains. 

THE CITIZEtrS. 

Arm ! to arms 
On to our chief! — ^We have strength within us yet 
To die with our bk»od roused ! — Now, be the word, 
For the Cid's house ! 
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THE CID's battle S0N6« 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout, 
And the horn o'er the blue seas ringing out, 

He hath marshall'd his dark array ! 

Shout through the vine-clad land ! 
That her sons on all their hills may hear, 
And sharpen the point of the red wolf-spear, 

And the sword for the brave man's hand ! 

(T7te Citizens join in the song, wkUe they continue 
arming themselves.) 

Banners are m the field ! 
The chief must rise from his joyous board. 
And turn from the feast ere the wine be pour'd, 

And take up his fatlier's shield ! 

The Moor is on his way ! 
Let the peasant leave his olive-ground, 
And the goats roam wild through the pine-woods round ! 

— ^There is nobler work to-day ! 
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Send forth the tnimpet's call ! 
'nil the bridegroom cast the goblet down, 
And the marriage-robe and the flowery crown, 

And arm in the banquet hall ! 

And slay die funeral-train 1 
Bid the chanted mass be hush'd awhile, 
And the bier laid down in the holy aisle, 

And the mourners girt for Spain ! 

(Thfy take up the banner, and foUmo Ximena out. 
Their voices are heard gradually dying aumy 
at a distance.) 

Ere night, must swords be red \ 

n hour foi- knells and tears. 
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Scene— The Walls of the City. The Plain beneath, tciih 

the Moorish Camp and Army. 

Gonzalez, Garcias, Hernandez. 

(A wUd Sound of Moorish Music heard from below.) 

HERNANDEZ. 

What notes are these in their deep moumfulness 
So strangely wild ? 

GARCIAS. 

Tis the shrill melody 
Of the Moor^s ancient death-song. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound ; but, till this hour, 
It seem'd not fearful. — Now, a shuddering chill 
Comes o'er me with its tones. — Lo ! from yon tent 
They lead the noble boys ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

The young, and pure, 
And beautiful victims ! — Tis on things like these 
We cast our hearts in wild idolatry, 
Sowing the winds with hope ! — ^Yet this is weD. 
Thus brightly crown'd with life's most gorgeous flowers. 
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And all unblemishM, earth should offer up 
Her treasures unto Heaven ! 

OABCIAS (to GONEALEE^. 

My chief, the Mooc 
Hath led your children forth. 

BoszkLf£ (starting). 

Are my sons there ? 
1 knew they coutd not perish ; for yon Heaven 
Would ne'er behold it !— Where is he that said 
I was no mwe a father ? — They look cbuiged — 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-house I 
Or b 't mine eye sees dimly ? — But iheir steps 
Seem heavy, as with pain. — I hear tlie clank — 
Oh God ! their Umbs are fetter'd ! 

ABDULLAH (comtiig foTword beneath the vxdU), 
Christian! look 
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Who visits for such things ! — Hast thou no sense 
Of thy frail nature ? — Twill be taught thee yet, 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul, 
Darkly and heavily, pour itself on thine. 
When thou shalt cry for mercy from the dust, 
And be denied ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Nay, is it not thyself. 
That hast no mercy and no love within thee.^^ 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house ; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

GONZALEZ (in violent emotion). 

Is it Heaven's will 
To try the dust it kindles for a day, 
With infinite agony ! — How have I drawn 
This chastening on my head ! — ^They bloom'd around me, 
And my heart grew too fearless in its joy, 
Glorying in their bright promise ! — If we fall. 
Is there no pardon for our feebleness f 

(^HERNANDEZ, witkout speokingy holds up a Cross 
before him.) 

ABDULLAH. 

Speak ! 
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GONZALEZ (snatching the Cross, and l^ing it up). 

Let the earth be shaken through its depths, 
But (Aw must triuoipb'I 

ABDULLAH (coldly). 

Be it as tbou wilt. 
— Unsheatli the scimctar ! [To las Guards, 

GAKCIAS (to GONZALEZ^. 

Away, ray chief ! 
This is your place no longer. There are things 
No huraan heart, though battle-proof as yours, 
Unmadcleo'd may sustain. 

GONZALEZ. 

Be sbll ! I have now 
No place on earth but this ! 

ALFHONSO (from beneath). 
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ALPHONSO. 

Stay but upon the ramparts ! — Fear tliou not — 
There is good courage in me : oh ! my father ! 
I will not shame thee !— only let me fall 
Knowing thine eye looks proudly on thy child, 
So shall my heart have strength. 

GONZALEZ. 

Would, would to Grod, 
That I might die for thee, my noble boy ! 
Alphonso, my fair son ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Could I have lived, 
I might have been a warrior ! — Now, farewell ! 
But look upon me still ! — ^I will not blench 
When the keen sabre flashes — Mark me well ! 
Mine eyelids shall not quiver as it falls, 
So thou wilt look upon me ! 

GARCIAS (to GONZALEZ^. 

Nay, my lord ! 
We must begone ! — ^Thou canst not bear it ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Peace ! 
— ^Who hath told thee how much man's heart can bear ? 
— Lend me thine arm — ^my brain whirls fearfully — 

34 
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How thick the shades close round ! — my hoy ! my boy ! 
Where art thou in this gloom ? 

OARCIAS. 

Let us go hence ! 
This is a dreadful moment ! 

60NZALEZ. 

Hush ! what saidst diou ? 
Now let me look <hi him ! — Dost tkou see aught 
Through the dull mist which wraps us ? 

GARCIAS. 

I hehold — 
Oh ! for a (Imusand Spaniards to nish down — 

OOMZAI^E. 

Tiiou seest — My heart stands stiU to hear thee speak \ 
— There seems a fearful hush upon tlie ur, 
As 't were the dead of night ! 
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GARCIAS. 

A sword, 
A sword, springs upward, like a lightning burst, 
Through the dark serried mass ! — ^Its cold blue glare 
Is wavering to and fro— 'tis vanish'd— hark ! 

GONZALEZ. 

I heard it, yes ! — I heard the dull dead sound 
That heavily broke the silence ! — Didst thou speak ? 
— ^I lost thy words— come nearer ! 

GAKCIAS. 

Twas — 'tis past ! — 
The sword fell then ! 

HERNANDEZ (toith eocultatton). 

Fk)w forth thou noble blood ! 
Fount of Spain's ransom and deliverance, flow 
Uncheck'd and brightly forth ! — ^Thou kingly stream ! 
Blood of our heroes ! blood of martyrdom ! 
Which through so many warrior-hearts hast pour'd 
Thy fiery currents, and hast made our hilb 
Free, by thine own free offering ! — ^Bathe the land, 
But there thou shalt not sink ! — Our very air 
Shall take thy colouring, and our loaded skies 
O'er th' infidel hang dark and ominous^ 
With batde-hues of thee !-— And thy deep voice 
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Rising above them lo the judgment-seat 
Shall call a burst of galher'd vengeance down. 
To sweep tb' oppressor from us ! — For thy wave 
Hath made his guilt run o'er ! 

GONZALEZ (endeavouring to route himie^}. 
Tis all a dream I 
There is not one — no hand on earth could harm 
llial fair tx^'s graceful head ! — ^Why look you thus ^ 

ABDUIJ.AH (poitUing to Carlos/ 
Christian e'en yet thou hast a son ! 

GONZALEZ. 

E'en yet ! 




SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 269 

Sooner than e'en this anguish ! Life is best 
Thrown from us in such moments. 

[Fotces heard at a distance. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Hush ! what strain 
Floats on the wind ? 

GARCIAS. 

Tis the Cid's battle song ! 
What marvel hath been wrought ? 

[Vokes approaching heard in chorus. 
The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour peal and the tecbir shout, 
And the horn o'er the blue seas ringing out, 
He hath marshall'd his dark array ! 

XiMENA enters^ foUtmed by the Citizens, tn^ the 

Banner. 

XIMENA. 

Is it too late f — ^My father, these are men 
Through life and death prepared to follow thee 
Beneath this banner ! — Is their zeal too late } 
— Oh ! there 's a fearful history on thy brow ! 
What hast thou seen ? 



HERNANDEZ. 

All is well. 

{To Gar€ia9.) Hush ! wouldst thou chill 
That which hath sprung within them, as a flame 
From th' altar-embers mounts in sudden brightness f 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain ! 
On to the rescue ! 

XIMENA. 

Bless me, oh my father ! 
And I wiU hence, to aid thee with my prayers, 
Sending my spirit witli thee through the storm, 
Lit up by flashing swords ! 

GONZALEZ (falling upon her neck). 

Hath aught been spared ? 
Am I not all bereft ? — ^Thou 'rt left me still ! 
Mine own, my loveliest one, thou 'rt left me stiU ! 
Farewell !-— thy father's blessing, and thy God's, 
Be with thee, my Ximena ! 
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If, ere thy steps turn homeward from the field, 
The voice is hush'd that still hath welcomed thee, 
Think of me in thy victory ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Peace ! no more ! 
This is no time to melt our nature down 
To a soft stream of tears ! — Be of strong heart ! 
Give me the banner ! Swell the song again ! 

THE CITIZENS. 

Ere night, must swords be red ! 
It is not an hour for knells and tears, 
But for helmets braced and serried spears ! 

— ^To-morrow for the dead ! 

{^Elxeunt amnet. 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



Scene — Before the Altar of a Church. 
ELNiNA rUetfrom the ttepa of the Altar. 

ELHINA. 

The clouds are fearful ihat o'erhang thy ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven ! — It cannot be 
That I have drawn die vials of thy wrath, 
To burst upon me througli the lifting up 
Of a proud heart, elate in happiness ! 
No ! in my day's fiill noon, for me life's flowers 
But wrealb'd a cup of trembling ; and the love, 
Tlie boundless love, my spirit was fonn'd to bear, 
Hath ever, in its place of silence, been 
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A restless and disturbing consciousness 

That the bright things must fade ! — How have I shrunk 

From the dull murmur of th' unquiet voice, 

With its low tokens of mortality, 

Till my heart fainted 'midst their smiles ! — ^their smiles ! 

— ^Where are those glad looks now ? — Could they go down, 

With all their joyous light, that seem'd not earth's, 

To the cold grave ? — ^My children ! — ^Righteous Heaven ! 

There floats a dark remembrance o'er my brain 

Of one who told me, with relentless eye, 

That this should be the hour ! 

XiMENA enters. 

XIMENA. 

They are gone forth 
Unto the rescue ! — strong in heart and hope, 
Faithful, though few ! — ^My mother, let thy prayers 
Call on the land's good saints to lift once more 
The sword and cross that sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine arms e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons! — For me, my part is done ! 
The flame, which dimly might have linger'd yet 
A little while, hath gather'd all its rays 
Brighdy to sink at once ; and it b well ! 
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The shadows are around me ! to thy heait 
Fold me, that I may die. 

ELMIMA. 

My child ! — ^What dream 
Is Ml thy soiil f^Even now thine aspect wears 
life's brightest bspiration ! 

zimtNjt. 
Deatli's ! 

ELMINA. 

Away! 
Thine eye hath starry clearness, and diy clieek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than tinged its earliest flower ! 

XIHENA. 

It well may be ! 
There are far deeper and far warmer hues 
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As a pale gleammg sivoud, seem kindled up 

Widi a young spirit of ethereal hope 

Caught from thy mien ! — Oh no ! this is not death ! 

XlMilNA. 

Why should not He, whose touch dissdves our chain, 

Put on his robes of beauty when he comes 

As a deliverer ? — He hath many fcnrms, 

They should not all be fearful ! — ^If his call 

Be but our gathering to that distant land 

For whose sweet waters we have pined with thirst, 

Why should not its prophetic sense be borne 

Into die heart's deep stillness, with a breath 

Of summer-winds, a voice of melody. 

Solemn, yet lovely ? — Mother ! I depart ! 

— Be it thy comfi3rt, in the after-days. 

That thou hast seen me thus ! 

ELIUNA. 

Distract me not 
With such wild fears ! Can I bear on with life 
When thou art gone ? — ^lliy voice, thy step, thy smile, 
Pass'd from my path ? — Alas ! even now diine eye 
Is changed — thy cheek is iadmg ! 

XIMENA. 

Aye, the douds 
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Of the dim hour are gathering o'er my sight, 
And yet I fear not, for the God of Help 
Comes in that quiet darkness ! — It may soothe 
Thy woes, my motlier ! if I teU thee now, 
With what glad calmness I hehold the veil 
Falling hetween me and the world, wherein 
My heart so ill hath rested. 

ELHINA. 

Thine! 

XIMXNA. 

Rejoice 
For her, that, when the garland of her Ufe 
Was blighted, and the springs of lu^ were dried. 
Received her summons hence ; and had tx> time, 
Bearing the canker at th' impatient heart. 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 
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Which gave life's hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts, 
Went out, and left them colourless. — Tis past — 
And what remains on earth ? — the rainbow mist. 
Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my sight 
Is clear'd to look on all things as they are ! 
— ^But this is far too mournful ! — Life's dark gift 
Hath fallen too early and too cold upon me ! 
— ^Therefore I would go hence ! 

ELMINA. 

And thou hast bved 
Unknown 

XIMENA. 

Oh ! pardon, pardon tliat I veil'd 
My thoughts from tliee ! — ^But thou hadst woes enough, 
And mine came o'er me when thy soul had need 
Of more than mortal strength ! — For I had scarce 
Given the deep consciousness that I was loved 
A treasure's place within my secret heart, 
When earth's brief joy went fit)m me ! 

Twas at mom 
I saw the warriors to their field go forth. 
And he^ — my chosen — ^was there amongst the rest. 
With his young, glorious brow ! — I look'd again— 
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The sirife grew dat4t beneath me — but his pl» 
Waved free above the lances. — Vet again — 
— Il had gone down ! and steeds were trampling o'er 
The spot to wliich mine ejT?s were riveted, 
Till bliiided by ih' intenseness of their goae ! 
— And then — at last — 1 hurried to the gate, 
And met him iliere ! — I met him ! — on his shield, 
And with his cloven helm, and shiver'd sword. 
And dark hair steep'd in blood ! — They bore him past- 
Mother ! — ^t saw his face !— Oh ! such a death 
Works fearful (Ganges on the fair of earth. 
The pride of woman's eye ! 



^ 



Sweet daughter, peace '. 
VfiSie not Ae dark remembrance ; for thy fram e ■ ' - - 

XIHENA. 

— There iviU be peace ere long. I shut my heart, 
Even as a tomb, o'er that lone silent grief. 
That I might spare it thee ! — ^But now the hour 
Is come when that which wouM have pierced thy sout 
Shall be its healing bahn. Oh ! weep thou not, 
Save with a gentle sthtow ! 

ELMINA. 

Must it be ? 
Art thou indeed to leave me.^ 
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xiMENA (extdtingly). 
Be thou glad ! 
I saj, rejoice above thy favour'd child ! 
Joy, for the soldier when his field is fougbti 
Joy, for the peasant when his vmtage-task 
Is closed at eve !-—But most of all for her* 
Who, when her life had changed its glittering robes 
For the dull garb of sorrow, which doth cling 
So heavily around the joumeyers on, 
Cast down its weight — and slept ! 

ELMINA. 

Alas ! thine eye 
Is wandering — ^yet how brighdy !-^Is this death, 
Or some high wondrous vlnon P — Speak, my child ! 
How is it with thee now f 

XIMENA (wUdly). 
I see it still ! 
Tis floating, like a ^orious cloud on high, 
My father's banner ! — Hear'st thou not a sound ? 
The trumpet of Castile ? — ^Praise, praise to Heaven ! 
— Now may the weary rest 1— Be still !-^Who calls 
The night so fearful ? [Sh^ dies. 

ELMINA. 

No ! she is not dead ! 
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— Ximena ! — speak to me ! — Oh ! yet a tone 
From that sweel voice, that 1 may gatlier in 
One more remembrance of its lovely sound, 
Ere the deep silenre fall ! — Wliat ! is all hush'd r 
— No, no ! — it cannot be ! — How should we bear 
The dark misgivings of our souls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with us ? — But is this 
Her wonted look ? — too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty ! — Speak, Ximena ! 
Speak ! — my heart dies within me ! — She is gone, 
With all her blessed smiles ! — My child ! my child ! 
Where art thou ? — Where is that which answer'd me. 
From thy soft-shining eyes ? — Hush ! doth she move? 
—One light lock seem'd to tremble on her brow, 
As a pulse throbb'd beneatii ; — 'twas but the voice 
Of my despair that stirr'd it ! — She is gone ! 

[SAe Ihroies herself on the body. Gonzaleu 
enters, alone, and wounded. 
ELMINA (rising ns he approaches). 
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ELMINA. 

Thy daughter on my bosom laid her head, 
And pass'd away to rest. Behold her there, 
Even such as death hath made her ! ' 

GONZALEZ (bending over ximena's body). 

Thou art gone 
A little while before me, oh, my child ! 
Why should the traveller weep to part with those 
That scarce an hour will reach their promised land 
Ere he too cast his pilgrim staff away, 
And spread his couch beside them ? 

ELMIxVA. 

Must it be 
Henceforth enough that once a thing so fair 
Had its bright place amongst us ? — ^Is this aO, 
Left for the years to come ? — ^We will not stay ! 
Earth's chain each hour grows weaker. 

GONZALEZ (still gozing upon ximena^. 

And thou 'rt laid 
To slumber in the shadow, blessed child ! 
Of a yet stainless altar, and beside 
A sainted warrior's tomb ! — Oh, fitting place 
For thee to yield thy pure heroic soul 
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Back unto him that gave it ! — And thy cheek 
Yet smiles in its blight paleness ! 

ELM IN A. 

Hadst thou seen 
The look with which she pass'd ! 

ooNZAi^z (still bending over her). 

Why, 'lis ahnost 
Like joy to view thy beautiful repose ! 
The faded image of that perfect calm 
Fk>ats, e'en as long-forgotten music, back 
Into my weary heart ! — No dark wild spot 
On thy clear brow doth tell of bloody hands 
That quench'd young life by violence ! — We have sb' 
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ELMINA. 

Too late ! 
Hast thou nought else to tell me f 

GONZALEZ. 

I brought back 
From that last field the banner of my sires, 
And my own death-wound. 

ELMINA. 

Thine! 

GONZALEZ. 

Another horn- 
Shall hush its throbs forever. I go hence, 
And with me 

ELMINA. 

No ! — Man could not lift bis hand; 
— ^Where hast thou left thy sons ? 

GONZALEZ. 

I have no sons. 

ELMINA. 

What hast thou said ? 

GONZALEZ. 

That now there lives not one 
To wear the glory of mine ancient house. 
When I am gone to rest. 
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ELHiNA (throwing hendf on the ground, and tpeaidng 
in a low hurried voice). 
In one brief hour, all gone ! — and tudt a death ! 
— I see tlieir blood gush forth ! — (heir graceful heeds — 
— Take the dark vision from me, oh, my God ! 
And such a death for them ! — I was not there ! 
They were but mine in beau^ and in joy, 
Not in that mortal anguish ! — All, all gone ! 
— Why should I stni^le more ?■ — What « this Power, 
Against whose might, on all sides pres^ng us. 
We strive with fierce impatience, which hut lays 
Our own lirail spirits prostrate f 
(.■Ifler a Jong 
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ELMiNA (falling at his feet). 

Canst thou forgive ? 
— Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy heart, 
That should have buried it within mine own, 
And borne the pang in silence ! — I have cast 
Thy life's fair honour, in my wild despair. 
As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 
Whence thou hast snatch'd it back, to bear from earth. 
All stainless, on thy breast. — ^Well hast thou dcMie — 
But I — canst thou forgive ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Within this hour 
I have stood upon that verge whence mortals fall. 
And leam'd how 'tis with one whose sight grows dim, 
And whose foot trembles on the gulf's dark side. 
— ^Death purifies all feeling — ^We will part 
In pity and in love. 

ELMINA. 

Death ! — And thou too 
Art on thy way ! — Oh, joy for thee, high heart ! 
Glory and joy for thee ! — ^The day is closed. 
And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself 
Through its long batde-toils, though many swords 
Have enter'd thine own soul ! — But on my head 
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Recoil the 6erce mvokings of despair, 

And I am left far distanced in the race, 

The lonely one ofeardi ! — Aye, this b just. 

I am not worthy that upon my breast 

In this, thine hour of victory, thou shouldst yield 

Thy spirit unto God ! 

GONZALEZ. 

' Tbou an ! thou art ! 
Oh ! a life's love, a heart's long faithfulness, 
Ev'n in the presence of eternal tilings. 
Wearing their chasten'd beau^ all uudimni'd, 
Assert their lofty claims ; and these are not 
For one dajk hom- to cancel ! — We are here, 
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GONZALEZ. 

How ! is the city storm'd f 
Oh ! righteous Heaven ! — for this I look'd not yet ! 
Hath all been done in vain i* — ^Why then, 'tis time 
For prayer, and then to rest! 

CITIZEN. 

The sun shall set. 
And not a Christian voice be left for prayer. 
To-night within Valencia ? — Round our walls 
The paynim host is gadiering for th' assault, 
And we have none to guard them. 

GONZALEZ. . . 

Then my place 
Is here no longer. — ^I had hoped to die 
Ev'n by the altar and the sepulchre 
Of my brave sires — but this was not to be ! 
Give me my sword again, and lead me hence 
Back to the ramparts. I have yet an hour. 
And it hath still high duties. — Now, my wife ! 
Thou mother of my children— of tlie dead — 
Whom I name unto thee in stedfast hope — 
Farewell ! 

ELBHNA. 

No, not farewell ! — My soul hath risen 
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To mate itself nith thine ! and by thy side 
Amidst the hurtling laocea I will stand, 
As one on whom a brave man's love hath been 
Wasted not utterly. 

GONZALKZ. 

I thank thee, Heaven ! 
That I have tasted of the awful joy 
Which thou hast given to temper hours like this, 
With a deep sense of thee, and of thine ends 
In these dread visilings ! 
(TV) Elhina.) We will not part, 

But with the spirit's parting l 

ELHINA. 
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More like what thou hast been ! — My soul is hush'd, 
For a still sense of purer worlds hath sunk 
And setded on its depths with that last smile 
Which from thine shone forth. — ^Thou hast not lived 
In vain— my child, farewell ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Surely for thee 
Death had no sting, Ximena ! — ^We are blest, 
To learn one secret of the shadowy pass, 
From such an aspect's calmness. Yet once more 
I kiss thy pale young cheek, my broken flower ! 
In token of tb' undying love and hope. 
Whose land is far away. [Exeunt. 
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Scene— The Walls of the City. 
Hernandez. — Aftw Citizens gathered round him. 

HERKANDGZ. 

Why, men have cast the treasures, which their Uvea 
Had been worn down in gathering, on tlie pyre, 
Aye, at their liousehold hearihs have lit the brand, 
Even from that shiine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and their homes. 
In ashes, to tlie winds ! — They have done this, 
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Your rivers pour their gold, rejoicing saw 
The altar, and the birth-place, and the tomb, 
And all memorials of man's heart and faith, 
Thus proudly honour'd ! — Be ye not outdone 
By the departed ! — Though the godless foe 
Be close upon us, we have power to snatch 
The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong ! 
A few bright torches and brief moments yet 
Shall baffle his flush'd hope, and we may die, 
Laughing him unto scorn. — Rise, follow me. 
And thou, Valencia ! triumph in thy fate. 
The ruin, not the yoke, and make thy towers 
A beacon unto Spain ! 

CITIZEN. 

We '11 foUow thee ! 
— ^Alas ! for our fair city, and the homes 
Wherein we rear'd our children ! — But away ! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent o'er our fanes ! 
VOICE (from a Tower on the WaUs). 
Succours ! — Castile ! Castile ! 

CITIZENS (rushing to the spot). 

It is even so ! 
Now blessing be to Heaven, for we are saved ' 
Castile, Castile ! 
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VOICE (jrom the Tower). 
Ldoe after tine of spears, 
Lance after lance, upon tbe horiztxi's verge. 
Lake festal l^ts from cides bursting up, 
Dotb skirt the plain ! — ^In faith, a noble boot ! 

ADOTHBB VOICE. 

The Moor bath tum'd bim from our walls, to front 
11* advancing m^it of Spain ! 

CITIZEN! (dtotiting). 

Castile! CasiUe! 

(Gonzalez eaten, supported by Euuna and a CUixe»). 
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Thy servant in his need ! — ^My blood and tears 
Have not sunk vainly to th' attestmg earth ! 
Praise to thee, thanks and praise, that I have lived 
To see this hour ! 

ELMINA. 

And I too bless thy name, 
Though thou hast proved me unto agony ! 
Oh God ! — ^Thou (Sod of chastening ! 

voics (from the Tower). 

They move on ! 
I see the royal banner in the air, 
With its emblazon'd towers ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Go, bring ye forth 
The banner of the Cid, and plant it here, 
To stream above me, for an answering sign 
That the good cross doth hold its lofty place 
Within Valencia still ! — ^What see ye now ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

I see a kingdom's might upon its path, 
Moving, in terrible magnificence, 
Unto revenge and victory ! — ^With the flash 
Of knightly swords, up-springing from the ranks, 
As meteors bom a still and gloomy deep. 
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And with the waring of ten thousand plumes, 
Uke a land's hairest in the autumn-wind, 
And with fierce light, which is not of the sun, 
But flung fcom sheets of steel — it conies, it comes, 
The vengeance of our God ! 

GONZALEZ. 

I hear it now, 
The heavy tread of mcul-clad multitudes, 
Ijke thunder-showers upcm the forest-patfas. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Aye, earth knows well the omen of that sound, 
And she hath echoes, like a sepulchre's. 
Pent in her secret hollows, to respond 
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VOICES HEARD WITHOUT, CHANTING. 

Calm on the bosom of thy Crod, 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now ! 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seen thy look in death. 

No more may fear to die. 

ELMINA (to GONZALEZ^. 

It is the death-hymn o'er thy daughter's bier ! 
— But I am calm, and e'en like gentle winds, 
That music, through die stillness of my heart. 
Sends mournful peace. 

GONZALEZ. 

Oh ! well those solemn tones 
Accord with such an hour, for all her life 
Breath'd of a hero's soul ! 

[A sound of trumpets and shouting from the plain, 

HERNANDEZ. 

Now, now they close ! — Hark ! what a dull dead sound 
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Is in the Moorish war-shout ! — -I have known 
Such tones pn^ihetic oft. — ^The shock is given — 
Lo ! they have placed their shields before their hearts, 
And kxver'd their lances with the streamers on, 
And on their steeds bent forward ! — God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle have been struck 
From spear to spear, across the gleamii^ fiekl ! 
— ^There is no ^ght on which the blue sky looks 
To match with this ! — Tis not the gatlast crests. 
Nor banners with their gbrious blazonry ; 
The very nature and high soul of nian 
Doth now reveal itself ! 

GONZALEZ. 
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GONZALEZ. 

Oh, God of Battles ! 

ELMINA. 

Calm thy noble heart ! 
Thou wilt not pass away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Cheer thee yet ! 
Our knights have spurr'd to rescue. — ^There is now 
A whirl, a mingling of all terrible things. 
Yet more appalling tlian the fierce distinctness 
Wherewith they moved before ! — ^I see tall plumes 
All wildly tossing o'er the batde's tide, 
Sway'd by the wrathful motion, and the press 
Of desperate men, as cedar-boughs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there is dyed with blood. 
Many a false corslet broken, many a shield 
Kerced through ! — Now, shout for Santiago, shout ! 
Lo ! javelins with a moment's brightness cleave 
The thickening dust, and barbed steeds go down 
With their helm'd riders ! — ^Who, but One, can teD 
How spirits part amidst that fearful rush 
And trampling on of furious multitudes ? 
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GONZALEZ. 

Thou 'rt ^Dt ! — Seest thou more ? — M^ soul grows dark. 

HEBNANDEZ. 

And dark and troubled, as an angry sea, 
Dasliing some gallant armament in scorn 
Against its rocks, is all on which I gaze ! 
— I can but tell thee how tall spears are cross'd. 
And lances seem to shiver, and proud helnis 
To lightea with the stroke ! — But round the ^wi, 
Wliere, like a storm-fell'd mast, our standard sank. 
The heart of battle hums. 
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— And the bright locks that waved so joyously 
To the free winds, lay trampled and defiled 
Ev'n on that place of death ! — Oh, Merciful ! 
Hush the dark thought within me ! 

HERNANDEZ (iffith sudden exultation). 

Who is he, 
On the white steed, and with the casded helm. 
And the gold-hroider'd mande, which doth float 
E'en like a sunny cloud above the fight ; 
And the pale cross, which fi*om his breast-plate gleams 
With star-like radiance ? 

GONZALEZ (eagerly). 

Didst thou say the cross ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

On his mail'd bosom sliines a broad white cross, 
And his long plumage through the darkening air 
Streams Gke a snow-wreath. 

GONZALEZ. 

That should be — 

HERNANDEZ. 

The king! 
— Was it not told us how be sent, of late. 
To the Cid's tomb, e'en for the silver cross. 
Which he who slumbers there was wont to bind 
O'er his brave heart in fight. " 
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GONZALEZ (springing upjo^fjdly). 

My king ! my king ! 
Now all good saints for Spun t — My noble king ! 
And thou art there ! — ^That I might look once more 
Upon thy face ! — But yet I thank ihee, Heaven ! 
That thou hast sent him, from my dying hands 
Thus to receive liis city ! 

[He sinks baek into Elhiha's arms. 

HERNANDEZ. 

He hath clear'd 
A pathway 'midst the combat, and the light 
Follows his charge through yon close living mass. 
E'en as the gleam on some proud vessel's wake 
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Avenged thy cause, Gonzalez ! 

They give way, 
The Crescent's van is broken ! — On the hiUs 
And the dark pine-woods may the infidel 
Call vainly, in his agony of fear, 
To cover him from vengeance ! — Lo ! they fly ! 
They of the forest and the wilderness 
Are scatter'd, e'en as leaves upon the wind ! 
Woe to the sons of Airic ! — ^LiCt the plains. 
And the vine-mountains, and Hesperian seas. 
Take their dead unto them ! — that blood shall wash 
Our soil from stains of bondage. 

GONZALEZ (attempting to raise himself). 

Set me free ! 
Come with me forth, for I must greet my king. 
After his battle-field ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Oh, blest in death ! 
Chosen of Heaven, farewell ! — ^Look on the Cross, 
And part from earth in peace ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Now charge once more ! 
God is with Spain, and Santiago's sword 
Is reddening all the air ! — Shout forth * Castile ! ' 
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The dayis ours ! — ^I go ; but fear ye not ! 

For Afiic's lance is broken, and my sona 

Hare won their first good 6el<) I [Be diet. 

ZLMINA. 

Look OD me yet ! 
Speak one farewell, my husband ! — must thy voice 
Enter my soul no more ! — ^Thine eye is Gx'd— 
Now is my life uprooted, — and 'tis well. 

(A Sottttd of triumphant Mutic u heard, and many 
Ca^iUoK Knighti and Soldien enter.) 
A cmzGN. 
Hush your triumphal sounds, although ye come 
E'en as deliverers ! — But the noble dead, 
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Swell on with victory's shout ! — He will not hear — 
Hath earth a sound more sad ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Lift ye the dead, 
And hear him with the banner of his race 
Waving above him proudly, as it waved 
O'er the Cid's battles, to the tomb, wherein 
His warrior-sires are gather'd. [_They raise the body, 

ELMINA. 

Aye, 'tis thus 
Thou shouldst be honour'd ! — And I follow thee 
With an unfaltering and a lofty step. 
To that last home of glory. She that wears 
In her deep heart the memory of thy love 
Shall thence draw strength for all things, till the Crod, 
Whose hand around her hath unpeopled earth. 
Looking upon her still and chasten'd soul, 
Call it once more to thine ! 

{To the CastUians.) 

Awake, I say. 
Tambour and trumpet, wake ! — And let the land 
Through all her mountains hear your funeral peal ! 
— So should a hero pass to his repose. \^E^eunt omnes. 



NOTES. 



Note 1. 

Mountain Christians, those natives of Spain, who, under 
their prince, Pelayo, took refuge amongst the mountains of 
the northern provinces, where they maintained their religion 
and liberty, whilst the rest of their country was overrun 
bj the Moors. 

Note 2. 

Oh J free doth sorrow pasSy Sf*c. 

Frey geht das Ungliick durch die ganze Erde. 

Schiller^s Death of Wallensteitij act iv. sc. 2. 

Note 3. 

Tizona, the fire-brand. The name of the Cid's favourite 
sword, taken in battle from the Moorish king Bucar. 
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Note 4 

How Ac UWR Fascia from tht Moor, Sfc. 

V&lencia, which has been repeatedly besieged, and taken 
by the armies of different nations, remained in tbe po^ 
session of the Moors for an hundred and seventy years after 
the Cid's death. It was regained from them by King Dim 
Jayme of Aragoii, surnamed the Conqueror ; after whose 
success I have ventured to suppose it governed by a de- 
scendant of the Campeador. 

Note 5. 

It was a Spanish tradition, that the great bell of the 
cathedral of Saragossa aJways tolled spontaneously before a 
king of Spain died. 
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Note 9. 

This circumstemce is recorded of King Don Alfonso, the 
last of that name. He sent to the Cid's tomb for the cross 
which that warrior was accustomed to wear upon his breast 
when he went to battle, and had it made into one for him- 
self; " because of the faith which he had, that through it 
he should obtain the victory." — Southey^s Chronick of the 
Cid. 
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Count di Procida. 
Raimond di Procida, his San. 
Eribert, Viceroy. 
De Couci. 
Mont ALBA. 

GUIDO. 

Alberti. 
Anselmo, a Monk. 



Vittoria. 

Constance, Sister to Eribert. 

Nobles^ Soldiersj Messengers^ Vassals^ Peasants^ fyc. fyc. 



Scene — ^Palenno. 



THE VESPERS OF PALERMO. 



A TRAGEDY. 



ACT THE FIRST. 
Scene I. — *4 Valkyr with Vineyards and Cottages, 

Groups of Peasants — Procida, disguised as a Pilgrim^ 

amongst them, 

FIRST PEASANT. 

Aye, this was wont to be festal time 

In days gone by ! I can remember well 

The old familiar melodies that rose 

At break of mom, from all our purple hills, 

To welcome in die vintage. Never since 

Hath music seem'd so sweet ! But the light hearts 

Which to those measures beat so joyously 

Are tamed to stillness now. There is no voice 

Of joy through all the land. 

second peasant. 

Yes ! there are sounds 
Of revelry within the palaces, 
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And the fair castles of our ancient lurds, 
Where dow the stranger banquets. Ye may beari 
From thence tlie peals of song and laughter rise 
At midnight's deepest hour. 

THIRD PEASANT. 

Alas ! ne sat 
In happier days, so peacefully beaeatli 
The olives and the vines our fotbers rear'd. 
Encircled by our children, wliose quick steps 
Flew by us in the dance ! The time hath been 
When peace was in the hamlet, wlieresoe'er 
The storm might gather. But this yoke of France 
Falls on llic i>oasanl'=j neck aa lienvlly 
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To hear the rairthful song, and cast aside 
The weight of work-day care : — ^they meet, to speak 
Of wrongs and sorrows, and to whisper thouf^ts 
They dare not breathe aloud. 

PROCiDA (from the hack-ground). 

Aye, it is well 
So to relieve th' o'erburden'd heart, which pants 
Beneath its weight of wrongs ; but better far 
In silence to avenge them. 

AN OLD PEASANT. 

What deep voice 
Came with that startling tone i 

FIRST PEASANT. 

It was our guest's. 
The stranger pilgrim, who hath sojoum'd here 
Since yester-mom. Good neighbours, mark him well ; 
He hath a stately bearing, and an eye 
Whose glance looks through the heart. His mien accords 
111 with such vestments. How he folds round him 
His pilgrim-cloak, e'en as it were a robe 
Of knightly ermine ! That commanding step 
Should have been used in courts and camps to move. 
Mark him ! 
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OLD PEASANT. 

Nay, rather, mark hJin not : llie tiiaes 
Are fearful, md they teach the boldest hearts 
A cautious lesson. What should bring liiin here ? 

A YOUTH. 

He spoke of vengeance ! 

OLD PEASANT. 

Peace I we are beset 
By aiares on every side, and we must learn 
Id alence and in patience to endure. 
Talk not of vengeance, for the word is deatli. 

FBOCtDA (coming forward indigitmUly.) 
The word is death ! And what hath life for thee, 
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SOME OF THE PEASANTS. 

Away, away ! 
Leave us, for there is danger in thy presence. 

PRO C IDA* 

Why, what is danger ? — Are tliere deeper iUs 
Than those ye bear thus calmly ? Ye have drain'd 
The cup of bitterness, till nought remams 
To fear or shrink from — therefore, be ye strong ! 
Power dwelleth with despair. — ^Why start ye thus 
At words which are but echoes of the thoughts 
Lock'd in your secret souls ? — ^FuU well I know, 
Tliere is not one amongst you, but hath nursed 
Some proud indignant feeling, which doth make 
One conflict of his life. I know thy wrongs, 
And thine — and thine, — but if within your breasts, 
There is no chord that vibrates to my voice, 
Then fare ye well. 

A YOUTH {coming forward). 
Noy no ! say on, say on ! 
There are still free and fiery hearts e'en here, 
That kindle at thy words. 

PEASANT. 

If that indeed 
Thou hast a hope to give us. 
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PROOIDA. 

There a hope 
For all who sofier with indigDant thoughts 
Which work in silent strength. What ! think ye Heaven 
O'erlooks th' oppressor, if he bear awhile 
His crested bead oii high i*— I tell you, no ! 
Tb' avenger will not sleep. It was ao hour 
Of triumph to the conqueror, wh«i our king, 
Our young brave Conradm, in life's fair mom. 
On the red scafibkl died. Yet not the less 
Is justice tfaroned above ; and her good time 
Comes rusbit^ on in storms : that royal blood 
Hath lifted an accusing voice from earth, 
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FIRST PEASANT. 

This man should be a prophet : how he seem'd 
To read our hearts with his dark searching glance 
And aspect of command ! And yet his garb 
Is mean as ours. 

SECOND PEASANT. 

Speak low ; I know him well. 
At first his voice disturbed me like a dream 
Of other days ; but I remember now 
His form, seen oft when in my youth I served 
Beneath the banners of our kings. 'Tis he 
Who hath been exiled and proscribed so long, 
The Count di Procida. 

PEASANT. 

And is this he f 
Then Heaven protect him ! for around his steps 
Will many snares be set. 

VIKST PEASANT. 

He comes not thus 
But with some mighty purpose ; doubt it not : 
Perchance to biing us freedom. He is one. 
Whose faith, through many a trial, hath been proved 
True to our native princes. But away ! 
The Boon-tide heat is past, and from the seas 
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Ught gales are wandering throu^ the vineyards j now 
We may resume our toi!. 

{Exmnt PEAAAMTS. 



ScEM n.— 7^ Terrace of a CeatU. 
Gribekt. Vittohu. 



Have I not lold ihee, that I bear a heart 
Blighted and cold i — Th' affections of my youth 
Ije slumbeiing in the grave ; their fount is closed, 
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VITTORIA. 

Love ! — make lovers name thy speU, 
And I am strong ! — ^the very word calls up 
From the dark past, thoughts, feelings, powers, array'd 
In arms agamst thee ! — Know'st thou wham I loved, 
While my soul's dwelling-place was still on earth ? 
One who was born for empire, and endow'd 
With such high gifts of princely majesty, 
As bow'd all hearts before him ! — ^Was he not 
Brave, royal, beautiful ? — And such he died ; 
He died ! — hast thou forgotten ? — And thou 'rt here, 
Thou meet'st my glance witli eyes which coldly look'd, 
— Coldly ! — ^nay, rather wiih triumphant gaze. 
Upon his murder ! — ^Desolate as I am. 
Yet in the mien of thine afSanced bride, 
Oh, my lost Conradin ! there should be still 
Somewhat of loftiness, which might o'erawe 
The hearts of thine assassins. 

ERIBERT. 

Haughty dame ! 
If thy proud heart to tenderness be closed. 
Know, danger is around thee: thou hast foes 
That seek thy ruin, and my power alone 
Can shield thee from their arts. 
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Provencal, tell 
Thy tale of danger to some happy heart, 
Which hath its little world of loved ones round, 
For whom to tremble ; and its tranquil joys 
That make eartii, ParatUse. 1 stand alone ; 
— ^They that are blest may fear. 



Is there not one 
^Vbo ne'er commands in rain ? — proud lady, bend 
Thy spiiit to thy fate ; for know that he, 
Whose car of triumph in its earthquake path 
O'er the bow'd neck of prostrate Sicily, 
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And so they perish ! — ^'lis the fate of those 
Who sport with lightoing — and it may be his. 
— ^Tell him I fear him not, and thus am free. 

ERIBERT. 

Tis well. Then nerve that lofty heart to bear 
The wrath which is not powerless. Yet again 
Bethink thee, lady ! — Love may change— Ao^A chang'd 
To vigilant hatred oft, whose sleepless eye 
Still finds what most it seeks for. Fare thee well. 
— ^Look to it yet ! — ^To-morrow I return. 

[^Exit ERIBERT. 
VITTORIA. 

To-morrow ! — Some ere now have slept, and dreamt 

Of morrows which ne'er dawn'd^-or ne'er for them ; 

So silently their deep and still repose 

Hath melted into death ! — Are there not balms 

In nature's boundless realm, to pour out sleep 

Like this, on me ? — ^Yet should my spirit still 

Endure its earthly bonds, till it could bear 

To Am a glorious tale of his own isle. 

Free and avenged. — TTiou should'st be now at work. 

In wrath, my native Etna ! who dost lift 

Thy spiry pillar of dark smoke so high, 

Through the red heaven of sunset ! — sleep'st thou still, 
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Witb all ihy fouDts of 6re, while spoilers Wcad 
The glowJDg vales beDeath ? 

fPuociDJL enter* dugiased.) 

Ha 1 uho art tliou, 
Unbidden guest, thai with m mute a step 
Do3l steal upon me ? 

FHOCIDA. 

One, o'er whom hath pass'd 
AH that can change man's asjiect ! — ^Yet not long 
Siait tbou fiod ssfe^ in fbrgetfulness. 
— I am he, to breathe whose name is perilous, 
Unless ihy wealth could bribe the winds to silence. 
— Know'st tliou (Aw, lady ? — [He shows <i rin^ 

VITTOHIA, 

Righteous Heaven ! tlie pledge 
Amidst his peoi)le fi'orn ilie scaiFold tlirown 
By him who perish'd, and whose kiiigly blood 
E'en yet is unatoned, — My heart beats high — 
— Oh, welcome, welcome ! iliou art Procida, 
Th' Avenger, the DeLverer ! 



Call me so 
When my gi-eat task is done. Yet who can tell 
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If the retum'd be welcome ? — Many a heart 
Is changed since last we met. 

VITTORIA. 

Why dost thou gaze, 
With such a still and solemn earnestness, 
Upon my alter'd mien ? 

PROCIDA. 

That I may read 
If to the widow'd love of Conradin, 
Or the proud Eribert's triumphant bride, 
I now entrust my fate. 

VITTORIA. 

Thou, Procida ! 
That thou shouldst wrong me thus ! — ^Prolong thy gaze 
Till it hath found an answer. 

PROCIDA. 

Tis enough. 
I find it in thy cheek, whose rapid change 
Is from death's hue to fever's ; in the wild 
Unsettled brightness of thy proud dark eye. 
And in thy wasted form. Aye, 'tis a deep 
And solemn joy, thus in thy looks to trace, 
Instead of youth's gay bloom, the characters 
Of noble sufiering ;— on thy brow the same 
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Commanding !ipirit liolds hs native state 
Which could not stoop lo vilencss. Ye 
Of Fame hnih told afar tliat ilioii sliouldsi wed 
Tliis tynuil, Eribert. 

VITTDRIA. 

And told it doi 
A Idle of insolent luve repcli'd with sconi. 
Of .ilern commands and fearful menaces 
Met with indignant courage f — Procida ! 
It was but utiw thul liuughiily I liravud 
His sovereign's mandate, which decrees my hand. 
With its fiiir apjianagc of mde domains 
And wcallliy vassals, a most fitting boon. 
To recompense his crimes. — 1 smiled — aye, smiled' 
In proud security ! for tlie liigh of heart 
Have still a pathway to escape disgrace, 
Though it be dark and lone. 

PROCIDA. 

Thou shalt not need 
T(i tread its shadowy inaxes. Trust my words : 
I fill thee, that a spirit is abroad, 
WbiiJi will not slmnber till its patli be traced 
Hy d<tiMlii of fearful fame. Vlttoria, live ! 
It in 111061 meet diat tbou shoaldat live to see 
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The mighty expiation ; for thy heart 
(Forgive me that I wrong'd its faith) hath nursed 
A high, majestic grief, whose seal is set 
Deep on thy marble brow. 

VITTORIA. 

Then thou canst tell, 
By gassing on the wither'd rose, that there 
Tune, or the blight, hath work'd ! — ^Aye, this is in 
Thy vision's scope : but oh ! the things unseen. 
Untold, undreamt of, which like shadows pass 
Hourly o'er that mysterious world, a mind 
To ruin struck by grief! — ^Yet doth my soul, 
Far, 'midst its darkness, nurse one soaring hope. 
Wherein is bright vitality. — Tis to see 
His blood aveng'd, and his fair heritage, 
My beautifiil native land, in gloiy risen, 
Like a warrior from his slumbers ! 

PROCIDA. 

Hear'st thou not 
With what a deep and ominous moan, the voice 
Of our great mountain swells ? — ^There will be soon 
A fearful burst ! — ^Vittoria ! brood no more 
In silence o'er thy sorrows, but go fortli 
Amidst thy vassals, (yet be secret still) 
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Anil ler thy t)reaih give nurture to the spaA 

TItou 'li luid already kindled. I move od 

bi slmdow, yet awakeiiiiij^ iu my paib 

Tlist nhich shall startle nations. Pare thee weD. 

TITTORl*. 

When shall we meet again r — Are we not those 
Wliom must he loved on earth, and tliink'st thou not 
Thai love e'en yet shall bring his spirit near 
While tliua we bold coininunioa ^ 



Yes, I feel 
Its breathing influence whilst I look on thee, 
Who wert its light In life. Yet will we not 
Make womanish tears our ofTering on his tomb ; 
He shall have nobler tribute ! — I must hence, 
But thou slialt soon hear more. Await the lime. 

[Exeunt separole/y. 
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Scene m.—The Sea Shore. 
Raimond di Procida. Constance. 

CONSTANCE. 

There is a shadow far within your eye, 

Which hath of late been deepenmg. You were wont 

Upon the clearness of your open brow 

To wear a brighter spirit, shedding round 

Joy, like our southern sun. It is not well. 

If some dark thought be gathering o'er your soul, 

To hide it from affection. Why is this, 

My Raimond, why is this f 

RAIMOND. 

Oh ! from the dreams 
Of youth, sweet Constance, hath not manhood still 
A wild and stormy wakening.^ — ^They depart, 
light after light, our glorious visions fade. 
The vaguely beautiful ! till earth, unveil'd, 
lies pale around ; and life's realities 
Press on the soul, from its unfathom'd depth 
Rousing the fiery feelings, and proud thoughts, 
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To breathe where iioiile iiiiiids arc bowM, as here. 
— To breathe I — il Is not breath ! 

CONSTANCE. 

I know thy grief, 
— ^And is 't not mine f — hi those devoted men 
Doom'd with their Kfe to expiate some wild word, 
Bom of the social hour. Oh ! I have knek. 
E'en at my brother's feet, with fruitless tears, 
Imploring him to spare. His heart is shut 
Against my voice ; yet will I not forsake 
The cause of mercy. 

RAIMOND. 

Waste not thou thy prayers, 
Oh, gentle love, for them. There 's litde need 
For Pity, though the galling chain be worn 
By some few slaves the less. Let them depart ! 
There is a world beyond th' (^pressor's reach, 
And thither lies their way. 
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RAIMOND. 

Pardon, beloved Constance, if my words. 

From feelings hourly stung, have caught, perchance, 

A tone of bitterness. — Oh ! wlien thine eyes. 

With their sweet eloquent thoughtftilness, are fix'd 

Thus tenderly on mine, I should forget 

All else in their soft beams ; and yet I came 

To tell thee — 

CONSTANCE. 

What ? What wouldst thou say ? O speak ! — 
Thou wouldst not leave me ! 

RAIMOND. 

I have cast a cloud, 
The shadow of dark thoughts and ruin'd fortunes. 
O'er thy bright spirit. Haply, were I gone. 
Thou wouldst resume thyself, and dwell once more 
In the clear sunny light of youth and joy. 
E'en as before we met — ^before we loved ! 

CONSTANCE. 

This is but mockery. — ^Well thou know'st thy love 
Hath given me nobler being ; made my heart 
A home for all the deep sublimities 
Of strong affection ; and I would not change 
Th' exalted life I draw from that pure source, 
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Oil ! tiiou hast deserved 
A love less fatal to thy peace than mme. 
Think not 'tis mockery ! — But I cannot rest 
To be the scorn'd and trampled thins; I am 
In this degraded land. Its very skies, 
That smile as if but festivals were held 
Beneath their cloudless azure, weigh me down 
With a dull sense of bondage, and I pine 
For freedom's charter'd air. I would go forth 
To seek my noble father ; he hath been 
Too long a lonely exile, and his name 
Seems fading in the dim obscurity 
Which gathers round my fortunes. 

CONSTANCE. 

Must we part f 
And is it come to this ? — Oh ! I have still 
Deem'd it enough of joy with thee to share 
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Too full of hope, she casts on troubled waves 
The treasures of her soul ! 

RAIMOND. 

Oh, speak not thus ! 
Thy gentle and desponding tones fall cold 
Upon my inmost heart. — ^I leave thee but 
To be more worthy of a love like thine. 
For I have dreamt of fame ! — ^A few short years. 
And we may yet be blest. 

CONSTANCE. 

A few short years ! 
Less time may well suffice for death and fate 
To work aU change on earth ! — ^To break the ties 
Which early love had form'd ; and to bow down 
Tb' elastic spirit, and to blight each flower 
Strewn in life's crowded path ! — But be it so ! 
Be it enough to know that happiness 
Meets thee on other shores. 

RAIMOND. 

Where'er 1 roam 
Thou shalt be with my soul ! — ^Thy soft low voice 
Shall rise upon remembrance, like a strain 
Of music heard in boyhood, bringing back 
Life's morning freshness. — Oh ! that there should be 



\ 



334 



THE VESPERS 



Things, which we love with such deep lenderaessr 
But, through that k)ve, lo learn how much of woe 
Dwells in otie hour like this 1 — Yet weep thou not ! 
We shall meet soon ; and many days, dear love, 
Ere I depart. 



Then there 's a respite still. 
Days ! — not a day but in its course may bring 
Some strange viclssiude to turn aside 
Th' impunding blow we shrink from, — Fare thee well. 

(returning) 
— Oh, Rainiond ! this is not our last TareweU ? 
Thou wouldst not so deceive me ? 



Gentlest and best beloved ! we n 



Doubt inc not, 
^et again. 

[Extl Constance- 
RAiHOND (a^er apauae). 
When shall I breathe in freedom, and give scope 
To those untameable and burning thoughts, 
And restless aspirations, which consume 
My heart i' th' land of bondage ? — Oh ! with you, 
Ye everlasting images of power. 
And of infinity ! thou blue-rolling deep, 
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And you, ye stars ! whose beams are characters 

Wherewith the oracles of fate are traced ; 

With you my soul finds room, and casts aside 

The weight that doth oppress her. — ^But my thoughts 

Are wandering far ; there should be one to share 

This awful and majestic solitude 

Of sea and heaven with me. 

(Pbocida enters unobserved.) 
It is the hour 
He named, and yet he comes not. 

PROCiDA (coming forward). 

He is here. 

BAIMONB. 

Now, thou mysterious stranger, thou, whose glance 
Doth fix itself on memory, and pursue 
Thought, like a spirit, haunting its lone hours ; 
Reveal thyself; what art thou f 

PROCIDA. 

One, whose life 
Hath been a troubled stream, and made its way 
Through rocks and darkness, and a thousand storms. 
With still a mighty aim. — ^But now the shades 
Of eve are gathering round me, and I come 
To this, my native land, that I may rest 
Beneath its vines in peace. 
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RAIHOND. 

Seek'st thou for peace ? 
This is no land of peace ; unless that deep 
Aod Voiceless terror, which doth freeze men's thoughts 
Back to their source, and mantle its pale mien 
With a dull hoUow semblance of repose, 
Maj 30 be call'd. 

. PB0CID&. 

There are such calms full oft 
Preceding earthquakes. But I have not been 
So vainly scbool'd by fortune, and inured 
To shape my course on peril's dizzy brink, 
That it should irk my spirit to put on 
Such guise of kish'd sii>>mi^°iveiiegs n? bea 
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Full to o'erflowing, in their social hour, 
Should pour out some rash word, which roving winds 
Might whisper to our conquerors. — ^This it is. 
To wear a foreign yoke. 

PROCIDA. 

It matters not 
To him who holds the mastery o'er his spirit. 
And can suppress its workings, till endurance 
Becomes as nature. We can tame ourselves 
To all extremes, and there is that in life 
To which we cling with most tenacious grasp, 
Ev'n when its lofty claims are all reduced 
To the poor common privilege of breathing. — 
Why dost thou turn away ? 

RAIMOND. 

What wouldst thou with me ? 
I deem'd thee, by th' ascendant soul which lived. 
And made its throne on thy commanding brow. 
One of a sovereign nature, which would scorn 
So to abase its high capacities 
For aught on earth. — But thou art like the rest. 
What wouldst thou with me ? 

PROCIDA. 

I would counsel thee. 
Thou must do that which men — aye, valiant men, — 
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Hourly submit to do ; ki the proud couit, 
And in the stately cimp, and at the board 
Of midniglit re\-ellers, whose flusli'd mirth is tU 
A strife, won liardly.— Where is he, whose heart 
Lies bare, tliroiigh all its foldings, to the gaze 
Of mortal eye ?—^ veugeance wait tlie foe. 
Or fate th' o[^easw, 'tis in depths oonceal'd 
Beneath a smiling surface.— Youtli ! I say 
Keep thy soul down ! — Put oti a mask ! — 'tis worn 
Alike by power and weakness, and the smooth 
And specious intercourse of life requires 
Its aid in every scene. 

KAIMOND. 
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PROCiDA (extJ4ingIy). 

Why, this is joy ! 
After long conflict with the doubts and fears, 
And the poor subtleties of meaner minds, 
To meet a spirit, whose bold elastic wing 
Oppression hath not crush'd. — High-hearted youth ! 
Thy father, should his footsteps e'er again 
Visit these shores — 

RAIMOMD. 

My father ! what of him ? 
Speak ! was he known to thee? 

FROCIDA. 

In distant lands 
With him I 've traversed many a wild, and look'd 
On many a danger ; and the thought that thou 
Wert smiling then in peace, a happy boy. 
Oft through die storm hath cheer'd him. 

IlAIM(mB. 

Dost thou deem 
That still he lives ? — Oh ! if it be in chains. 
In woe, in poverty's obscurest cell^ 
Say but he lives — ^and I will track bis steps 
E'en to the earth's verge ! 
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PBOCtDA. 

It may be that he lires ; 
Though loDg his name hath ceased to be a word 
Familiar in man's dwellings. But its sound 
May yet be heard ! — Raimoiid di Procida, 
— Rememherest thou thy father f 

BAIMOND. 

From my mind 
His fonn hatli faded long, for years have pass'd 
Since he went forth to exile : but a vague, 
Yet powerful, image of deep majesty. 
Still dimly gathering round each thought of him. 
Doth claim instinctive reverence ; and my love 
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Makes hope, reality ; for thou art all 
My dreams had pictured thee ! 

RAIMOND. 

Yet why so long, 
Ev'n as a stranger, hast thou crossed my paths, 
One nameless and unknown ? — and yet I felt 
Each pulse within me thrilling to tliy voice. 

FR0C£DA. 

Because I would not link tliy fate with mine. 
Till I could hail the day-spring of that hope 
Which now is gathering round us. — Listen, youth ! 
Thou hast told me of a subdued, and scorn'd, 
And trampled land, whose very soul is bow'd 
And fashion'd to her chains : but I tell thee 
Of a most generous and devoted land, 
A land of kindling energies ; a land 
Of glorious recollections ! — proudly true 
To the high memory of her ancient kmgs, 
And rising, in majestic scorn, to cast 
Her alien bondage off ! 

RAUIOND. 

And where is this ? 

PKOCIDA. 

Here, in our isle, our own fair Sicily ! 



THE 



Her spirit is awake, and moving on, 
In its deep silence mightier, to regain 
Her place amongst the nations ; and the hour 
Of that tremendous eflbrt is at hand. 

BAIHOND. 

Can it be (bus indeed ? — Thou pour'st new Kfe 
Through all my burning veins ! — ^I am as one 
Awakening from a chill and death-like sleep 
To the fuU glorious day. 

PKOCtBA. 

Tltou shah heu" more ! 
Thou shah hear ttni^ which would, — which vnU arouse 
The proud, free spirits of our a 
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As a bright fountain from its icy bonds 
By the quick sun-stroke freed. 

PROCIDA. 

Aye, this is well ! 
Such natures burst men's chains ! — Now, follow me, 

{Exeunt. 



END or ACT THE FIRST. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

Scene l.-~^partmetU tn a Palace. 
Ebibert. Cokstakce. 



CONSTANCE. 

Will you not heai- me ? — Oh ! that they wbo need 
Hourly fbr^veness, they who do but live, 
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CONSTANCE. 

What, diei^for words? — for breath, which leaves no 

trace 
To sully the pure air, wherewith it blends, 
And is, bemg utter'd, gone ? — Why, 'twere enough 
For such a venial fault, to be deprived 
One litde day of man's free heritage. 
Heaven's warm and sunny light ! — Oh ! if you deem 
Hat evil harbours in their souls, at least 
Delay the stroke, till guilt, made manifest, 
Shall bid stem Justice wake. 

ERIBERT. 

I am not one 
Of those weak spirits, that timorously keep watch 
For fair occasions, thence to borrow hues 
Of virtue for their deeds. My school hath been 
Where power sits crown'd and arm'd.^And, mark me, 

sister ! 
To a distrustful nature it might seem 
Strange, that your lips thus earnestly should plead 
For these Sicilian rebels. O'er my being 
Suspicion holds no power. — And yet take note. 
— ^I have said, and they must die. 
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CONSTANCE. 

Hare you no fear ? 



Of what ? — that heaven should fall f 



No ! — but Ibat earth 
Should arm in madness. — Brother ! I have seen 
Dark eyes hem on you, e'en 'midst festal throngs, 
Witli such deep haired settled in their glance, 
My heart hath died witliin tne. 

ERIBERT. 

Am I then 
To pause, and doubt, and ^irink, hecause a girl. 
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CONSTANCE. 

But not forgotten ! — Ah ! beware, beware ! 

^Nay, look not sternly on me. — ^There is one 

Of that devoted band, who yet will need 

Years to be ripe for death. He is a youth, 

A very boy, on whose unshaded cheek 

The spring-time glow is lingering. 'Twas but now 

His mother left me, with a timid hope 

Just dawning in her breast ; — ^and I — ^I dared 

To foster its faint spark.^You smile ! — Oh ! then 

He will be saved ! 

ERIBERT. 

Nay, I but smiled to thmk 
What a fond fool is hope !^She may be taught 
To deem that the great sun will change his course 
To work her pleasure ; or the tomb give back 
Its inmates to her arms. — ^In sooth, 'tis strange ! 
Yet, with your pitying heart, you should not thus 
Have mock'd the boy's sad mother — I have said. 
You should not thus have mocked her ! — ^Now, farewell. 

[Eocit Eribert. 

CONSTANCE. 

Ob, brother ! hard of heart ! — ^for deeds like these 
There must be fearful chastening, if on high 
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Justice doth hold her state. — And I must tell 
Yon desolate mother, that her fair young son 
Is thus to perish ! — Haply the dread tale 
May slay htr too ; — for Heaven is merciftiL 
— Twill be a bitter task ! 

[£rtt COMSTAKCK. 



Scene H.— v4 rmned TWer, tummnded by Wooia. 
Procida. Vittoria. 

rSOCIDA. 

Thy vassals are prepared then ? 

VITTORIA. 

Yes, they 
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PROCIDA. 

Oh ! the forest-paths 
Are dim and wild, e'en when the sunshine streams 
Through their high arches : but when powerful night 
Comes, with her cloudy phantoms, and her pale 
Uncertain moonbeams, and the hollow sounds 
Of her mysterious winds ; their aspect then 
Is of another and more fearfiil world ; 
A realm of indistinct and shadowy forms, 
Wakening strange thoughts, almost too much for this. 
Our frail terrestrial nature. 

VITTORIA. 

WcU I know 
All this, and more. Such scenes have been th' abodes 
Where through the silence of my soul have pass'd 
Voices, and visions from the sphere of those 
That have to die no more !^Nay, doubt it not ! 
If such unearthly mtercourse bath e'er 
Been granted to our nature, 'tis to hearts 
Whose love is with the dead. They, they atone, 
Unmadden'd could sustain the fearful joy 
And glory of its trances !^ — at the hour 
Which makes guilt tremufeus, and peoples earth 
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And air with infinite, viewless multitudes, 
I will be with thee, Procida. 

PBOCIDA. 

Thy presence 
Will kindle nobler thoughts, and, in the souls 
Of sudering and indignant men, arouse 
That which may strengthen our majestic cause 
Wiih yet a deeper power. — Know'st tliou the spot ? 

VITTORIA. 

Full well. There is no scene so wild and lone 
Id these dim woods, but I have visited 
Its tangled shades. 

PROCIDA. 
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— ^Thou wilt be with me there, and lend my lips 
Words, fiery words, to flush dark cheeks with shame, 
That thou art unavenged ! 

[Exit VITTORIA. 



Scene DI. — A Chapdy with a Mommentj on which is 

laid a Sivord, — Moonlight. 

Procida. Raimond. Montalba. 

mont alba. 
And know you not my story f 

procida. 

In the lands 
Where I have been a wanderer, your deep wrongs 
Were number'd with our country's ; but their tale 
Came only in faint echoes to mine ear. 
I would fain hear it now. 

MONTALBA. 

Hark ! while you spoke. 
There was a voice-like murmur m the breeze, 
Which ev'n like death came o'er me : — ^'twas a night 
Like this, of clouds contending with the moon, 



A nigbt of sweejHng winds, of rustling leaves, 

And swift wild shadows floating o'er die earth, 

Clothed with a phantotn-life ; when, after Teare 

Of battle and captivity, 1 spurred 

My good steed homewards. — Oh ! what lovely dreams 

Rose on my spirit !— There were tears and smiles, 

But all of joy ! — And there were bounding steps, 

And clinging arms, n^rase passionate clasp of love 

Doth twine so fondly round the warrior's neck, 

When his plinned helm is doff 'd. — Hence, feeUe thoughts ! 

— ^1 am sterner now, yet once such dreams were mine ! 

RUMOND. 

And were they realized f 
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My soul e'en now. — ^I call'd — mj struggling voice 
Crave utterance to my wife's, my children's, names ; 
They answer'd not — I roused my failing strength. 
And wildly rush'd within — and they were there. 

RAIMOND. 

And was all well f 

MONTALBA. 

Aye, well ! — for death is well, 
And they were all at rest ! — I see them yet. 

Pale in their innocent beauty, which had fail'd 

To stay th' assassin's arm ! 

RAIMOND. 

Oh, righteous Heaven ! 
Who had done this f 

MONTALBA. 

Who! 

PROCIDA. 

Can'st thou question, tvhof 
Whom hath the earth to perpetrate such deeds. 
In the cold-blooded revelry of crime. 
But those whose yoke is on us f 

RAIMOND. 

Man of woe ! 
What words hath pity for despair like thine ? 
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Pity !- 


-rood 


youth < — My soul disdujns liie grief ^^H 


VVhirli 


<l0tll 1 


iiubosoiii its deep secrecies, ^^H 


To .J, 


. a vai. 


R companionship of tears, ^^H 


Ami sc 


1 to be relieved ! ^^^H 






For woes like these, ^^^| 


Tliere 




sympathy but vengeance. ^^^| 
None! ^" 



Therefore I brought you hither, that your hearts 
Might catch the spirit of tlie scene ! — Look round ! 
We are in the awful presence of tlie dead ; 
Within yon tomb thei/ sleep, whose gentle blood 
Weighs down the murderer's soul. — They sleep !— but I 
Am wakeful o'er their dust ! — 1 laid my sword, 
Without its sheatli, on their sepulchral stone, 
As on an altar ; and til' eternal stars, 
And heaven, and night, bore witness to my vow, 
No more to wieid it save in one great cause, 
The vengeance of the grave I — And now the hour 
Of Uiat atonemejit comes ! 

(He takes the noordfrom the tomb.) 

RAIKOND. 

My spirit bums ! 
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And my full heart almost to bursting swells. 
— Oh! for the day of battle ! 

PROCIDA. 

Raimond! they 
Whose souls are dark with guiltless blood must die ; 
— ^But not in battle. 

RAIMOND. 

How, my father ! 

PROCIDA. 

No! 
Look on that sepulchre, and it will teach 
Another lesson. — But th* appointed hour 
Advances. — ^Thou wilt join our chosen band, 
Noble Montalba f 

MONTALBA. 

Leave me for a time, 
That I may calm my soul by intercourse 
With the still dead, before I mix with men, 
And with their passions. I have nursed for years, 
In silence and in solitude, the flame 
Which doth consume me ; and it is not used 
Thus to be look'd or breathed on. — Procida ! 
I would be tranquil — or appear so — ere 
I join your brave confederates. Through my heart 
There struck a pang — but it will soon have pass'd. 
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FBOCIDA. 

Remember ! — in ihc cavem by the croaa. 
Now, follow mc, my son. 

[Ercun( Pkocida anil Rumoitd. 
MOKTALBJ (afifr n pause, Uanhig on the lonili). 
Said he, " my son 1 " — Now, why should this inaD's life 
Go down ill hope, thus resting on a son, 
And \ be desolate ? — How strange a sound 
Was that — " mj son .'" — 1 had a boy, who might 
Have woni as free a soul upon his brow 
As doth this youth- — Why should the thought of Ann 
Tims haunt me ? — when I (read the peopled ways 
Of life again, I shall be pass'd eacli hour 
By fathers widi tlieir children, and 1 must 
Learn calmly to look on. — Rethinks 'twere now 
A gloomy consolation to behold 
All men bereft, as I am ! — But away, 
Vain thoughts ! — One task is left for blighted hearts, 
And it shall be fulfiU'd. 

[Exit MoNTALBl. 
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Scene IV. — Entrance of a Cave^ surrounded by Rocks 
and Forests. A rude Cross seen amongst the Rocks. 

Procida. Raimonp. 

PROCIDA, 

And is it thus, beneath the solemn skies 

Of midnight, and m solitary caves, 

Where the wild forest-creatures make their lair,— 

Is 't thus the chieis of Sicily must hold 

The councils of their country ! 

RAIMOND. 

Why, such scenes 
In their primeval majesty, beheld 
Thus by faint starlight, and the partial glare 
Of the red-streaming lava, will inspire 
Far deeper thoughts than pillar'd halls, wherein 
Statesmen hold weary vigils. — ^Are we not 
O'ershadow'd by that Etna, which of old 
With its dread prophecies, hath struck dismay 
Through t)rrants' hearts, and bade them seek a home 
In other climes ? — Hark ! from its depths e'en now 
What hollow moans are sent ! 
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EotfT MONTALBA, GuiFlO, UTtd Other SiClLUHS. 
PBOCIDA. 

Welcome, my brave associates ! — We can share 

The wolfs wild freedom here ! — Th' oppressor's hauot 1 

Is noi 'midst rocks and caves. Are we all mel? 

SICILIANS. 

AU.alll 



The torchlight, sway'd by every gust, 
But dimly shows your features. — Where is he 
Wlio from his batUes had relurn'd to breathe 
Once more, without a corslet, and to meet 
The voices, and the footsteps, and the smiles, 
Blent witli his dreams of home ? — Of that dark tale 
The lest is known to vengeance ! — Art thou here, 
With thy deep wrongs and resolute despair, 
Childless Montalha ? 

HUNT A LB A (odvajintig). 
He is at thy side. 
Call on that desolate father, in die lioui' 
When his revenge is nigh. 
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PROCIDA. 

Thou, too, come forth, 
From thine own halls an exile ! — Dost thou make 
The mountain-fastnesses thy dwelling still, 
While hostile banners, o'er thy rampart walls. 
Wave their proud blazonry ? 

FIKST SICILIAN. 

Even so. I stood 
Last night before my own ancestral towers 
An unknown outcast, while the tempest beat 
On my bare head — what reck'd it ? — ^There was joy 
Within, and revelry ; the festive lamps 
Were streaming from each turret, and gay songs, 
F th' stranger's tongue, made mirth. They little deem'd 
Who heard their melodies ! — ^but tliere are thoughts 
Best nurtured in the wild ; there are dread vows 
Known to the mountain-echoes. — Procida ! 
Call on the outcast when revenge is nigh. 

PROCIDA. 

I knew a young Sicilian, one whose heart 
Should be all fire. On that most guilty day, 
When, with our martyr'd Conradin, the flower 
Of the land's knighthood perish'd ; he, of whom 
1 speak, a weeping boy, whose innocent tears 
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Melted a thousand hearts that dared oot lud. 
Stood hj xbe actSolA, with extended arms, 
Calling upMi his father, nbose last look 
Tum'd full on him its parting agony. 
That father's blood gush'd o'er him !— ^nd the boy 
"Hien dried his tears, and, with a kindlii^ eye, 
And e proud flush on his young cheek, look'd up 
To the bright heaven. — Doth he remember still 
That bitter hour i* 

SECOND SrCILIAN. 

He bears a sheathless sword ! 
— CaU on the orphan when revenge is nigh. 

PROCID&. 
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GUIDO. 

Lode OD me ! 
I have a brother, a young high-souFd bojr, 
And beaiitifui as a sculptor's dream, with brow 
That wears, amidst its dark rich curls, the stamp 
Of inbom nobleness. In truth, he is 
A glorious creature ! — ^But his doom is seal'd 
With theirs of wh<»n you spoke ; and I have knelt— 
— Aye, scorn me not ! 'twas for his life— I kndt 
E'en at the viceroy's feet, and he put on 
That heartless laugh of odd malignity 
We know so well, and spurn'd me. — ^But the stab 
Of shame like this, takes blood to wash it o^, 
And thus it shall be canceU'd ! — Call on me, 
When the stem moment of revenge is nigh. 

PROCIDA. 

I call upon thee now I The land's high soul 
Is roused, and moving onward, like a breeze 
Or a swift sunbeam, kindling nature's hues 
To deeper life before it. In bi» chains, 
The peasant dreams of freedom !— -aye, 'tis thus 
Oppres^on fans th' imperishable flame 
With most unconscKMif hands. — No praise be her's 
For what she blindly works !— When slavery's cup 
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To burst man's fetters — aiicl ihey shull be burst ! 

I have lioped, when hope seem'd frenzy ; but a power 

Abides in human will, when bent with strong 

Unswerving energy on one great aim, 

To make and rule its fortunes ! — ^I have been 

A wanderer in the fulness of my years, 

A restless pilgrim of the earth and seas, 

Gathering the generous thoughts of other lands. 

To aid our holy cause. And aid is near : 

But we must give the signal. Now, before 

The majesty of yon pure Heaven, whose eye 

Is on our hearts, whose righteous arm befriends 

The arm that strikes for freedom ; speak ! decree 

The fate of our oppressors. 

MONTALB^. 

Let them fall 
When dreaming least of peril ! — ^When the heart, 
Basking in sunny pleasure, doth forget 
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Red in the festal torch-light ; meet we there, 
And bid them welcome to the feast of death. 

PROCIDA. 

Thy voice is low and broken, and thy words 
Scarce meet our ears. 

MONTTALBA. 

Why, then, I thus repeat 
Their import. Let th' avenging sword burst forth 
In some free festal hour, and woe to him 
Who first shall spare ! 

RAIMOND. 

Must innocence and guilt 
Perish alike ? 

MONTAI^BA. 

Who talks of innocence f 
When hath their hand been stayed for innocence f 
Let them aD perish ! — Heaven will choose its own. 
Why should ^ActV children live ? — ^The earthquake whelms 
Its undistinguish'd thousands, making graves 
Of peopled cities in its path — and this 
Is Heaven's dread justice — aye, and it is well ! 
Why then should we be tender, when the skies 
Deal thus with man ? — ^What, if the infant bleed P 
Is there not power to hush the mother's pangs f 
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Wliat, if the youlhrtil bride perchance should faJJ 

In her triumphani beauty ? — Should we pause f 

As if death were rtoi mercy to llie pangs 

Wliich make our lives Iho records olour foes ? 

Let them all perish ! — And if one be found 

Amidst our baud, to stay th' avenging steel 

For piiy, or remorse, or Iwyisli love, 

Then be his doom as theirs ! [A paust. 

Why gaze ye thus? 
Brethren, what means your silence ? 

SICILIANS. ' 

Beit so! 
If one amongst us stay th' avenging sleel 
For love or pity, be his doom tis theirs ! 
Pledge we our faith to this ! 

RAiMOND (nuking fonoard ind^nantly). 
Our faith lo lAw .' 
No ! I but dreamt I heard it ! — Can it be ? 
My countrymen, my father !— Is it tlius 
That freedom should be won ? — Awake ! Awake 
To loftier thoughts ! — Lift up, exultiiigly, 
On the crown'd heights, and to the sweeping winds, 
Your glorious banner ! — Let your trumpet's blast 
Make the tombs thrill with echoes ! Call aloud. 
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Proclaim from all your hills, the bnd shall bear 
The stranger's yoke no longer ! — ^What is he 
Who carries on his practised lip a smile, 
Beneath his vest a dagger, which but waits 
Till the heart bounds with joy, to still its beatmgs f 
That which our nature's mstinct doth recoil from, 
And our blood curdle at — ^Aye, yours and mine — 
A murderer ! — ^Heard ye f — Shall that name with ours 
Cro down to after daysf — Oh, friends ! a cause 
Like that for which we rise, hath made bright names 
Of the elder time as raUying-words to men, 
Sounds full of might and immortality ! 
And shall not ours be such ? 

MONTALBA. 

Fond dreamer, peace ! 
Fame ! What is fame ? — ^Will our unconscious dust 
Start into thrilling rapture from the grave. 
At the vain breath of praise ? — ^I tell thee, youth. 
Our souls are parch'd with agonizing thirst, 
Which must be quench'd though death were in the 

draught : 
We must have vengeance, for our foes have left 
No other joy uoblighted. 
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PBOCIDl. 

Oh ! my too. 
The time is past for such high dreams as thine. 
Thou know'st not wlioin ne deal with. Knightly foith 
Aod chivalrous honour, are hu! thiags whereon 
They ca^ disdainfiil pity. We must meet 
Falsehood mth wiles, and insult with rerenge. 
And, for our names — whate'er tlie deeds, hy which 
We burst our bondage— is it not enough 
That in the chrontcle of days to come, 
We, through a bright ' For Ever,' shall be call'd 
The men who saved their country ? 

RAIMOND. 

Many a land 
Hath bow'd heneatb the yoke, and.tlien arisen. 
As a strong lion rending silken bonds. 
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Not one red drop doth circle through the veins 
Of aught that breathes ! — ^Why, what have / to do 
With far futurity f — My spirit lives 
But in the past. — Away ! when thou dost stand 
On this fair earth, as doth a blasted tree 
Which the warm sun revives not, then return, 
Strong in thy desolation : but, till then, 
Thou art not for our purpose ; we have need 
Of more unshrinking hearts. 

RAIMOND. 

Montalba, know, 
I shrink from crime alone. Oh ! if my voice 
Might yet have power amongst you, I would say, 
Associates, leaders, be avenged ! but yet 
As knights, as warriors ! 

MONTALBA. 

Peace ! have we not borne 
Th' indelible taint of contumely and chains ? 
We are not knights and warriors. — Our bright crests 
Have been defiled and trampled to the earth. 
Boy ! we are slaves — and our revenge shall be 
Deep as a slave's disgrace. 

RAIMOND. 

Why, then, fareweB : 
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I leave you to your counsels. He llut still 
Would hold his lofty nature undebased. 
And his name pure, were but a loiterer here. 

PROCIDA. 

And is it thus indeed ? — dost thou forsake 
Our cause, ray xm f 

luiMoin). 
Ob, father ! what proud bopes 
"Riis hour hath bhgbted ! — yet, whate'er betide, 
It is a D<^le privilege to ]o6k up 
Feariess in betven's bright face — and this is minej 
And shall be still. — 

[£xi( KAIHOND. 




OF PALERMO. 369 

A sound of hurrymg footsteps on the breeze f 
We are betray'd. — ^Who art thou ? 

ViTTORiA enters. 

PROCIDA. 

One alone 
Should be thus daring. Lady, lift the veil 
Tliat shades thy noble brow. 
(She raises her veilj the Sicilians draw back ivith respect,) 

SICILIANS. 

Th' affianced bride 
Of our lost King! 

PROCIDA. 

And more, Montalba ; know 
Within this form there dwells a soul as liigh, 
As warriors in their battles e'er have proved. 
Or patriots on the scaffi)ld. 

VITTORIA. 

Valiant men ! 
I come to ask your aid. Ye see me, one 
Whose widow'd youth hath all been consecrate 
To a proud sorrow, and whose life is held 
In token and memorial of the dead. 
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Say, is it meet thai, lingering thus on earth. 
But to lichoUl one great atoneinent made. 
And keep one name from fading in men's hearts. 
A tyrant's will should force me to profane 
Hearen's altar with uiihallow'd vows — and live 
Stirag by the keen, unutterable scorn 
Of my own bosoni, live — jmotlmr's bride ? 

SICILIAKfi. 

Never, oh never ! — fear not, noble lady ! 
Worthy of Conradin ! 

VITTORI*. 

Yet itear mc still. 
His bride, that Eribert's, who notes our tears 
With his insulting eye of cold derision, 
And, could he pierce the depths where feeling works, 
Would ntiniber e'en our agonies as crimes. 
— Say, is this meet ? 

OUIDO. 

We deem'd these nuptials, lady, 
Tiiy willing choice ; but 'tis a joy to find 
Thou art noble still. Fear not ; by all our wrongs 
This shall not be. 

PROCIDA. 

Vittoria, thou art come 
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To ask our aid, but we have need of thine. 
Know, the completion of our high designs 
Requires — a festival ; and it must be 
Thy bridal ! 

VITTORIA. 

Procida ! 

PROCIDA. 

Nay, start not thus. 
TTis no hard task to bind your raven hair 
With festal garlands, and to bid the song 
Rise, and the wine-cup mantle. No — nor yet 
To meet your suitor at the glittering shrine, 
Where death, not love, awaits him ! 

VITTORIA. 

Can my soul 
Dissemble thus f 

PROCIDA. 

We have no other means 
Of winning our great birthright back from those 
Who have usurp'd it, than so lulling them 
Into vain confidence, that they may deem 
All wrongs forgot ; and this may best be done 
By what I ask of thee. 
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NBNTAIAA. 

Then will we mix 
With the flush'd revellers, making that gay feast 
Tlie iiarvest of the grave. 

TITTORU. 

A bridal day ! 
— Must it be so ? — Then, chiefs of Sialy, 
I bid you to my nuptials ! but be there 
With your br^ht swords unsbeath'd, for thus alooe 
My guests should be adom'd. 

PROCIDA. 

And let thy baoqiiet 
Be soon announced, for there are noble men 
Sentenced to die, for whom we bin would purchase 
Reprieve with other blood. 

TITTOBIA. 
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PROCIDA. 

Even so, the vesper-bell, whose deep-toned peal 

Is heard o'er land and wave. Part of our band, 

Wearing the guise of antic revelry, 

Shall enter, as in some fantastic pageant, 

The halls of Eribert ; and at the hour 

Devoted to the sword's tremendous task, 

I follow with the rest. — ^The vesper-bell ! 

That sound shall wake th' avenger ; for 'tis come. 

The time when power is in a voice, a breath, 

To burst the spell which bound us. — But the night 

Is wanmg, with her stars, which, one by one. 

Warn us to part. Friends, to your homes ! — ^your homes 9 

That name is yet to win. — ^Away, prepare 

For our next meeting in Palermo's walls. 

The Veqper-bell ! Remember ! 

SICILIANS. 

Fear us not. 
The Vesper-bell ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 



KND OF ACT THE SECOND. 



Scene I. — Apartment in a Palace. 



ErIBERT. VlTTORIA. 



VITTORIA. 

Speak not of love — it is a word with deep, 

Strange magic in its melancholy sound, 

To summon up the dead ; and they should resl^ 

At such an hour, forgotten. There are things 

We must tlirow from us, when the heart would gather 

Strength to fulfil its settled purposes : 

Therefore, no more of love ! — But, if to rob« 

This form in bridal ornaments, to smile 

(I can smile yet) at thy gay feast, and stand 

At th' altar by thy side ; if this be deem'd 

Enough, it shall be done. 
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Doth rule th' ascendant stiU ! (Apart.) — ^If not of love, 
Then pardon, lady, that I speak of joy, 
And with exulting heart 

VITTORIA. 

There is no joy ! 
— ^Who shall look through the far futurity, 
And, as the shadowy visions of events 
Develope on his gaze, 'midst their dim throng. 
Dare, with oracular mien, to point, and say, 
" This will bring happiness ? " — ^Who shall do this ? 
— ^Why, thou, and I, and aU ! — There 's One, who sits 
In his own bright tranquillity enthroned, 
High o'er aU storms, and lookmg far beyond 
Their thickest clouds ; but we, from whose dull eyes 
A grain of dust hides the great sun, e'en we 
Usurp his attributes, and talk, as seers. 
Of future joy and grief ! 

ERIBERT. 

Thy words are strange. 
Yet wiU I hope that peace at length shall settle 
Upon tliy troubled heart, and add soft grace 
To thy majestic beauty. — Fair Vittoria ! 
Oh ! if my cares 
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VITTORIA. 

I know a day shall coiue 
Of peace to all. Ev'n from my darkeo'd spirit 
SooQ shall each recess nish be exorcised, 
Which haunts it now, and 1 shall then lie down 
Sereiit'ly to repose. Of this no more. 
— I have a boon lo ask. 

BR [BERT. 

Commaod my power, 
And deem It ihxis most honoured. 

V IT TORI A. 

Have I then 

Soar'd such an eagle-plich, as to command 
Tlie mighty Eribert .' — And yet 'tis meet ; 
For 1 bethink me now, I should have worn 
A crown upon this forehead, — Generous lord ! 
Since thus you give me freedom, know, there is 
An hour I have loved from childhood, and a sound, 
Whose tones, o'er earth and ocean sweetly hearing 
A sense of deep repose, have luU'd me oft 
To peace — which is forgellulness : I mean 
The Vesper-bell. I pray you, let it be 
The summons (o our bridal — Hear you iiot.^ 
To our fair bridal ? 
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£R1BERT. 

Lady, let your will 
Appoint each circumstance. I am but too bless'd 
Proving my homage thus. 

VITTORIA. 

Why, then, 'tis mine 
To rule the glorious fortunes of the day, 
And I may be content. Yet much remains 
For thought to brood on, and I would be left 
Alone with my resolves. Kind Eribert ! 
(Whom I command so absolutely) now 
Part we a few brief hours ; and doubt not, when 
I am at thy side once more, but I shall stand 
There — ^to the lasu 

ERIBERT. 

Your smiles are troubled, lady ; 
May they ere long be brighter ! — ^Time will seem 
Slow till the vesper-bell. 

VITTORIA. 

'Tis lovers' phrase 
To say — ^time lags; and therefore meet for you : 
But with an equal pace the hours move on. 
Whether they bear, on their swift silent wing, 
Pleasure or — fate. 
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Be not so full of thought 
On such a day. — Bdiold, the skies themsehres 
Loc^ on my joy with a iriuraphaDt amile, 
UnshadowM by a cloud. 

TITTORIA. 

Tis very meet 
That Heaven (which loves the just) should wear a squIa 
In honour of his fortunes. — Now, my lord, 
Foipve me if I say, fareweU, until 
Th' appointed hour. 

ERIBEBT. 

Lady, a brief farewelL 
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RAmONB. 

Oh, father ! 
I too have dreamt of glory, and the word 
Hath to my soul been as a trumpets voice. 
Making my nature sleepless. — ^But the deeds 
Whereby 'twas won, the high exploits, whose tale 
Bids the heart bum, were of another cast 
Than such as thou requirest. 

PROCIDA. 

Eveiy deed 
Hath sancti^, if bearing for its aim 
The freedom of our country ; and the sword 
Alike is honour'd in the patriot's hand. 
Searching, 'midst warrior-hosts, the heart which gave 
Oppression birth ; or flashing through the gloom 
Of the still chamber, o'er its troubled couchi 
At dead of night 

RAiHOKD (turning away). 
There is no path but one 
For noble natures. 

PROCIDA. 

Wouldst thou ask the man 
Who to the earth hath dash'd a nation's chains, 
Rent as with heaven's own lightning, by what meam 
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Tlie glorious end *as won .' — Go, swell th' acclaim '- 
Bid Uic deliverer, liail ! and if his palh 
To (lint mosl bright and sovereign dealiiiy 
Haili letl o'er trampled liioiisands, be it call'd 
\ etPm necessity, nnd not a crime j 

RAtMOND. 

Fadier I my soul yet kindles at the tbougbt 

Of nobler lessons, in my boyhood leam'd 

Ev'n from thy voice. — The bigli remembrances 

Of oilier (inys are siirring in the iieart 

Where t/wu didat plant them ; and they speak of men 

Who needed no vain sophistry to gild 

Acts, that would bear heaven's light. — And such be min 

Oh, fattier ! is it yet loo late to draw 

The praise and blessing of idl valiant hearis 

On our most rigiiieoiis cause ,'' 

PBOCIDA. 

What wouldst ihon do f 



I would go forth, and rouse th' indignant land 

To generous combat. Why should freedom strike 

Manded with darkness .'' — Is there not more strengtli 

E'en in die waving of her single arm 

Than hosts can wield against her ? — I would rouse 
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That spirit, whose fire doth press resistless on 
To its proud sphere, the stormy field of fight ! 

PROCIDA. 

Aye ! and give time and warning to the foe 

To gather aU his might ! — It is too late. 

There is a work to be tliis eve begun, 

Wlien rings the vesper-bell ! and, long before 

To-morrow's sun hath reach'd i' th' noonday heaven 

His throne of burning glory, every sound 

Of the Provencal tongue within our waUs, 

As by one thunderstroke — (you are pale, my son) — 

Shall be for ever silenced. 

RAIMOND. 

What ! such sounds 
As falter on the lip of infancy 
In its imperfect utterance ? or are breathed 
By the fond mother, as she lulls her babe ? 
Or in sweet hymns, upon the t^ib'ght air 
Pour'd by the timid maid ? — ^Must all alike 
Be still'd in death ; and woiddst thou tell my heart 
There is no crime in this ? 

PROCIDA. 

Since thou dost feel 
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Such luHTor of our purpose, id thy power 
Are means thit might avert it. 



Speak! CHi^eakl 

FRO CI DA. 

How would those rescued tbousauds bless thy nune 
Shouldst thou betray us ! 

iUlUOND. 

Father ! I can bear- 
Aye, proudly woo — the keenest questioning 
Of thy soul-gifted eye ; which almost seems 
To claim a part of Heaven's dread royahy, 
— ^The power that searches thought ! 
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RAIMOND. 

And 'tis thus 
Youth fades from off our spirit ; and the robes 
Of beauty and of m^esty, wherewith 
We clothed our idols, drop ! — O ! bitter day, 
When, at the crushmg of our glorious world. 
We start, and find men thus ! — ^Yet be it so ! 
Is not my soul still powerful, in iisdf 
To realize its dreams ? — ^Aye, shrinkbg not 
From the pure eye of heaven, my brow may well 
Undaunted meet my father's. — ^But, away ! 
Thou shalt be saved, sweet Constance ! — ^Love is yet 
Mightier than vengeance. 

\Exil Raimond. 



Scene in* — Oardens of a Palace. 
Constance aUme. 

CONSTANCE. 

There was a time when my thoughts wander'd not 
Beyond these fairy scenes ; when, but to catch 
The languid fragrance of the southern breeze 
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From the rich-fiowermg citrons, or to rest, 
Dreaming of some wild legend, In (he shade 
Of the dark laiircl-fotioge, was enough 
Of hyppiness. — How iiave these calm delights 
Fle<l from before one posHon, as tlie dews, 
The delicate gems of morning, are exhaled 
By the great sim ! 

^AiMOND enters.) 
Ruimond ! oh ! now lliou 'rl o 
I read it in thy look, to siiy farewell 
For the last time— the last ! 

BAIMOND. 

No, best beloved ! 
1 come to tell tliee there is now no power 
To part us — but in death. 

CONSTANCE. 

I have dreamt of joy, 
But never aught like this. — Speak yet again ! 
Say, we shall part no more ! 

RAIMOND. 

No more, if love 
Can strive with darker spirits, and he is strong 
In his immortal nature ! all is changed 
Since last we met. My father — keep the tale 
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Secret from aU, and most of all, my Constance, 
From Eribert — ^my father is return'd : 
I leave thee not. 

CONSTANCE. 

Thy father ! blessed sound ! 
Good angels be his guard ! — Oh ! if he knew 
How my soul clings to thine, he could not hate 
Even a Proven^jal maid ! — ^Thy father ! — ^now 
Tliy soul will be at peace, and I shall see 
The sunny happiness of earlier days 
Look from thy brow once more ! — But how is this f 
Thine eye reflects not the glad soul of mine ; 
And in thy look is that which ill befits 
A tale of joy. 

BAIXOND. 

A dream is on my soul. 
I see a slumberer, crown'd with flowers, and smiling 
As in delighted viskms, on the brink 
Of a dread chasm ; and this strange phantasy 
Hatli cast so deep a shadow o'er my thoughts, 
I cannot but be sad. 

CONSTANCE. 

Why, let me sing 
49 
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One of the sweet wild sirams you love so well, 
And tliis will banish it. 



Il may not be. 
Oil ! gende CoiisUmce, go not fortli to-tlHV : 
Such dreams a 



Have you then forgot 
My brodier's ntipdal feast ? — I must be one 
Of the gay train attending lo die shrine 
His stately bride. In sooth, my step of joy 
VViii print earth lightly now. — What fear'st thou, love ? 
Look all around ! these blue transparent skies, 
And sun-beams pouring a more buoyant life 
Through each glad thrilling vein, will brightly chase 
All diought of evil. — Why, the very air 
Breathes of delight ! — Through all its glowing realms 
Doth music blend with fragrance, and e'en here 
The city's voice of jubilee is heard 
Till each light leaf seems trembling unto sounds 
Of human joy ! 



There lie far deeper things, — 
Things, that may darken thought for life, beneath 
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That city's festive semblance. — I have pass'd 
Through the glad multitudes, and I have mark'd 
A stern intelligence in meeting eyes, 
Which deem'd their flash unnoticed, and a quick, 
Suspicious vigilance, too intent to clothe 
Its mien with carelessness ; and, now and then, 
A hurrying start, a whisper, or a hand 
Pointing by stealth to some one, singled out 
Amidst the reckless throng. O'er all is spread 
A mantling flush of revelry, which may hide 
Much from unpractised eyes ; but lighter signs 
Have been prophetic oft. 

CONSTANCE. 

I tremble ! — ^Raimond ! 
What may these things portend f 

RAIMOND. 

It was a day 
Of festival, like this ; the city sent 
Up through her sunny firmament a voice 
Joyous as now ; when, scarcely heralded 
By one deep moan, forth from his cavernous depths 
The earthquake burst ; and the wide splendid scene 
Became one chaos of all fearful things. 
Till the brain whirl'd, partaking the sick motion 
Of rocking palaces. 
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CONST AWCK. 

And iheii didst ibou, 
My iKibIc KaiinotKl ! through the dreadful paths 
Laid open by dpsiniciioii, post the chsisms, 
Whose fathomless clefb, a tnoment's work, Itad givun 
One bunal unto thousands, rush to save 
Thy trembling Constance ! she wlio lives to blesa 
Thy generous love, thai still the breath of heaven 
Wafts gJadDeea to ber soul ! 

KAIMON'D. 

Heaven ! — Heaven is just '. 
And being so, must guard thee, sweet one, still. 
Trust none heside, — Oh ! the omnipotent skies 
Make their wralh manifest, but insidious man 
Dotli compass those he bates with secret snares, 
Wherein lies fate. Know, danger walks abroad, 
Mask'd as a reveller. Constance ! oh ! by all 
Our tried affecuon ; all tlie vows which hind 
Our hearts together, meet me in these bowers, 
Here, I adjure thee, meet me, when the bell 
Doth sound for vesper-prayer ! 



CONSTANCE. 



And know'st thou not 



Twill be the bridal hour ? 
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RAIHONO. 

It will not, love ! 
That hour will bring no bridal ! — Nought of this 
To human ear ; but speed thou hither, fly, 
When evening brings that signal. — ^Dost thou heed ? 
This is no meeting, by a lover sought 
To breathe fond tales, and make the twilight groves 
And stars, attest his vows ; deem thou not so, 
Therefore denying it ! — ^1 teU thee, Constance ! 
If thou wouldst save me from such fierce despair 
As falls on man, beholding all he loves 
Perish before him, while his strength can but 
Strive with his agony — ^thou 'It meet me then ? 
Look on me, love ! — I am not oft so moved — 
Thou 'It meet me ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! what mean thy words ? — ^If then 
My steps are free, — I will. Be thou but calm. 

BAIMOND. 

Be calm !-*4here is a cold and sullen calm. 

And, were my wild fears made realides. 

It might be mine ; but, in this dread suspense, 

This conflict of all terrible phantasies. 

There is no calm. — ^Yet fear thou not, dear bve ! 
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I win watch o'er thee sliU. And now, farewell 
Until that hour ! 

CONSTANCE. 

My Raimond, Tare thee well. 

[Ere 



ScEKE IV. — Room m the Ciuuiel of Palermo. 
Alberti. De Couci. 



Said'st thou this night ? 

ALBERT! . 

This very night — and lo ! 
E'en now the sun declines. 

DE COUCI. 

What ! are lliey arm'd ? 

ALBERTI. 

All arm'd, and strong in vengeance and despair. 

DE couci. 
Doubtful and strange the tale ! Why was not thi;i 
Reveal'd before .'' 
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ALBERTI. 

Mistrust me not, my lord ! 
That stem and jealous Procida hath kept 
O'er all my steps (as though he did suspect 
The purposes, which oft his eye hath sought 
To read in mine,) a watch so vigilant, 
I knew not how to warn thee, though for this 
Alone I mingled with his bands, to learn 
Their projects and their strength. Thou know'st my &ith 
To Anjou's house fiill well. 

DE couci. 

How may we now 
Avert the gathering storm ? — ^The viceroy holds 
His bridal feast, and all is revelry. 
— Twas a true-boding heaviness of he ar 
Which kept me from these nuptials. 

ALBERTI. 

Thou thyself 
Mayst yet escape, and, haply of thy bands 
Rescue a part, ere long to wreak full vengeance 
Upon these rebels. Tis too late to dream 
Of saving Eribert. E'en shouldst thou rush 
Before him with the tidings, in his pride 
And confidence of soul, he would but laugh 
Thy tale to scorn. 
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Ho must nol die unwarn'd, 
Though il be all in vain. Bui thou, Alberti, 
Rejoin illy comrades, lest thine absence wako 
Suspicion in their hearts. Thou hasi done well, 
And shall not pass uiiguerdon'd, should 1 live 
Through the deep horrors of th' approaching nigbi. 

ALBEBTI. 

Noble De C<Hici, trust me still. Anjou 
Commands no heart more rDillLftil llian AJbeni's. 

[Exit Albebti. 



The grovelling slave ! — And yet lie ^ke too true ! 
For Eriberi, in blind elated joy, 
Will scorn the warning voice. — The day wanes fast, 
And tlirough tlie city, recklessly dispersed, 
Unarm'd and unprej)ai'ed, my soldiers revel, 
E'en on the brink of falc. — I must away. 

[Exit De Couci. 
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Scene V. — A Banqueting Hall. 
Protiin^al Nobles assembled. 

FIRST NOBLE. 

Joy be to this fair meeting ! — ^Who hath seen 
Tlie viceroy's bride ? 

SECOND NOBLE. 

I saw her, as she pass'd 
The gazing tlirongs assembled in the city. 
Tis said she hath not left for years, till now, 
Her castle's wood-girt solitude. Twill gall 
These proud Sicilians, that her wide domains 
Should be the conqueror's guerdon. 

THIRD NOBLE. 

Twas their boast 
With what fond faith she worshipp'd still the name 
Of the boy, Conradin. How will the slaves 
Brook this new triumph of their lords f 

SECOND NOBLE. 

In sooth 
It stings them to the quick. In the fuU streets 

50 
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Tbey mix witb our Proran^als, and assume 
A guiae of mirth, but it sits hardly on them. 
Twere worth u ihousunii fesijvab, to sco 
With what a bitter and unnatural eSbrt 
They strive to smile ! 

FIRST NOBLE. 

Is this Vittoria fair ? 

SECOND NOBI^E. 

Of a most noble mien ; but yet her beauty 
h wild and awful, aiid her l»r^ dark eye, 
III its unsettled glances, hatii strange power. 
From which tliou 'It slirink, as 1 did. 

FIRST NOBLE. 

Hush ! they come. 
Enter Eribert, Vittoria, Constance, and others. 

ERIBEKT. 

Welcome, my noble friends ! — there nust not lower 
One clouded brow to-day in Sicily ! 
Behold my bride ! 

NOBLES. 

Receive our horat^e, lady ! 
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VITTORIA. 

I bid all welcome. May the feast we oflfer 
Prove worthy of such guests ! 

ERIBERT. 

Look on her, friends! 
And say, if that majestic brow is not 
Meet for a diadem f 

VITTORIA. 

Tis well, ray lord ! 
When memory's pictures fade, 'tis kindly done 
To brighten their dimm'd hues ! 

FIRST NOBLE (apart). 

Mark'd you her glance ? 
SECOND NOBLE (apart). 
What eloquent scorn was there ! yet he, th' elate 
Of heart, perceives it not. 

ERIBERT. 

Now to the feast ! 
Constance, you look. not joyous* I have said 
That all should smileto-day. 

CONSTANCE. 

Forgive me, brother ! 
The heart is wajrward, and its garb of pomp 
At times oppresses it. 
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KHIBERT. 

Wfay, how is this ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Voices of woe, and prayers of agony 
Unto my soul have risen, and left sad sounds 
There echoing still. Tet would I fain be gay, 
Since 'tis your wish. — In truth, I stiould have been 
A village-maid ! 

ERIBERT. 

But, being as you are, 
Not thus ignobly free, command your looks 
(They may be taught obedience) to reflect 
llie af|>ect of the time. 

viTToau. 
And know, fair maid ! 
That if in this unskill'd, you stand alone 
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VITTORIA. 

Yes, Eribert ! — thy prophecies of joy 
Have taught e'en me to smHe. 

ERIBERT. 

Tis well. To day 
1 have won a fair and almost royal bride ; 
To-morrow — ^let the bright sun speed his course, 
To waft me happiness ! — ^my proudest foes 
Must die — and then my slumber shall be laid 
On rose-leaves, with no envious fold, to mar 
The luxury of its visions ! — Fair Vittoria, 
Your looks are troubled ! 

VITTORIA. 

It is strange, but oft, 
'Midst festal songs and garlands, o'er my soul 
Death comes, with some duU image ! as you spoke 
Of those whose blood is claim'd, I thought for them 
Who, in a darkness thicker than the night 
E'er wove with all her clouc]^ have pined so long : 
How blessed were the stroke wliich makes them things 
Of that invisible world, wherein, we trust, 
There is, at least, no bondage ! — ^But should tre 
From such a scene as this, where all earth's joys 
Contend for mastery, and the very sense 
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— Wcvv it not (liradrul r 

p:ribert. 

Banish such dark thoughts ! 
They ill beseem the hour. 

VITTORIA. 

There is no hour 
Of this mysterious world, in joy or woe, 
But they beseem it well ! — ^Why, what a slight, 
Impalpable bound is that, tli' unseen, which severs 
Being from death ! — ^And who can tell how near 
Its misty brink he stands ? 

FIRST NOBLE (ostde). 

What mean her words ? 

SECOND NOBLE. 

There 's some dark mystery here. 

ERIBEBT. 

No more of this ! 
Pour the bright juice which Etna's glowing vines 
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(A Messenger enters, bearing a letter J 



MESSENGER. 

Pardon, ray good lord ! 



But this demands- 



ERIBERT. 

What means thy breathless haste ? 
And that ill-boding mien ? — ^Away ! such looks 
Befit not hours like these. 

MESSENGER. 

The Lord De Couci 
Bade me bear this, and say, 'tis fraught with tidbgs 
Of life and death. 

viTTORiA (hurriedly). 
Is this a time for aught 
But revelry f — My lord, these dull intrusions 
Mar the bright spirit of the festal scene ! 

■ 

ERIBERT (to the messenger). 

Hence ! tell the LordDe Couci we will talk 
Of life and death to-morrow. 

[Exit MESSENGER. 

Let there be 
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everlasting altribules for thee f " 
— Ob ! blind security ! — He, in wliose dread hand 
The lightnings vibrate, holds them back, until 
The trampler of this goodly earth hatli reacli'd 
His p}Taniid-h eight of power ; that so liis TbU 
May, with more fearful oracles, make pale 
Man's crown'd oppressors ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! reproach him not ! 
His soul is Owiriiliiig OB tbe dixzy brink 
Of that dim world where passion may not enter. 
Leave him b peace ! 

VOICES (without). 
Anjou, Anjou ! — De Couci to tbe resctie ! 
ERiBEBT (half-raiaing himself ). 
My brave Provencals ! do ye combat still ? 
And I, your chief, am here ! — Now, now I feel 
Tliat death indeed is bitter \ 

VITTOBIA. 

Fare thee well ! 
Thine eyes so oft, with iheir insulting smile, 
Have looked on man's last pangs, thou shouldat, by this. 
Be perfect how to die \ 

[ExU VlTTORIA. 
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From the marble cities of her plains 

Glad voices raingling swell ; 
— ^But with yet more loud and lofty strains, 

They shall hail the Vesper-bell ! 

Oh ! sweet its tones, when the summer breeze 

Their cadence wafts afer, 
To float o'er the blue Sicilian seas, 

As they gleam to the first pale star ! 
The shepherd greets them on his height, 

The hermit in his cell ; 
— ^But a deeper power shall breathe, to-night, 

In the sound of the vesper-bell ! 

[The BeU rings. 

ERIBERT. 

— It is the hour ! — ^Hark, hark ! — my bride, our sum- 
mons ! 
The altar is prepared and crown'd with flowers 
That wait— 

VITTOBIA. 

The victim ! 

(A tumult heard without.) 
51 
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There are !!trange voices ringing in mine ear 
That siimcnoQ me — to what? — But I have been 
Used to coaimand ! — Away ! I will noi die 
But on the field — [He dit 

COMSTtNCE (hiieeling by him). 
m Oh Heaven ! be raerctfuJ, 

As thoti art just t — for he is now where nought 
But mercy can avail him ! — It is past ! 

GniDo enters, toitA Au taord drawn. 

ouino (lo B-umond). 
1 Ve sought thee long — Why art thou lingering here ? 
Haste, follow me ! — Suspicion with thy name 
Joins thai word — TVailor 9 

BAIMONB. 

Traitor ! Guido ? 

GUIDO. 

Yes! 
Hast thou not heard that, with his men-at-arms, 
After vain conflict with a people's wrath, 
De Couci hath escaped ? — And there are tliose 
Who murmur that from thee the warning came 
Which saved him from our vengeance. Bm e'en yei 
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To perish thus at last ? — ^Aye, by these pangs, 
And this strange chiD, that heavily doth creep, 
Like a slow poison, through my curdling veins, 
This should be— death ! — ^In sooth a dull exchange 
For the gay bridal feast ! 

VOICES (tnthout). 
Remember Conradin ! — spare none, spare none ! 
viTTORiA (thromng off her bridal wreath and 

ornaments). 
This is proud freedom ! Now my soul may cast. 
In generous scorn, her mantle of dissembling 
To earth forever ! — And it is such joy. 
As if a captive, from his dull, cold cell. 
Might soar at once on charter'd wing to range 
The realms of starr'd infinity ! — ^Away ! 
Vain mockery of a bridal wreath ! The hour 
For which stem patience ne'er kept watch in vain 
Is come ; and I may give my bursting heart 
Full and mdignant scope. — Now, Eribert ! 
Believe in retribution ! What, proud man ! 
Prince, ruler, conqueror ! didst thou deem Heavra slept f 
'' Or that the unseen, immortal ministers. 
Ranging the world, to note e'en purposed crime 
Tn burning characters, had laid aside 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

Scene 1. — A Slrr.et in Palermo. 
Pbocida eaten. 



How strange and deep a stillness loads tlie air. 

As with the power of midnight ! — Aye, wiiere deatli 

Hath pnssM, lliere sliould be silence. — But lilts husii 

Of nature's heart, this breathlessness of all tilings, 

Dotli press on lliouglit too heavily, and the sky, 

With its dark robe of purple thunder-clouds 

Brooding in sullen masses, o'er my spirit 

Weighs like an omen ! — Wherefore should this be ? 

Is not our task acliieved, the mighty work 

Of our delveraoce ? — Yes; I should be joyous : 

But this our feeble nature, with its quick 

Instinctive superstitions, will drag down 

Th' ascending soul. — And I have fearful bodings 
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That treachery lurks amongst us. — Raimond ! Raimoad ! 
Oh ! Guilt ne'er made a mien like his its garb ! 
It cannot be ! 

MoNT^LBA, GuiDO, and other Sicilians enter. 

PROCIDA. 

Welcome ! we meet in joy ! 
Now may we bear ourselves erect, resuming 
The kingly port of freemen ! Who shall dare, 
After this proof of slavery's dread recoil. 
To weave us chains again ? — ^Ye have done well. 

MONT ALBA. 

We have done well. There need no choral song, 
No shouting multitudes to blazon forth 
Our stem exploits. — ^The silence of our foes 
Doth vouch enough, and they are laid to rest 
Deep as the sword could make it. Yet our task 
Is still but half achieved, since, with his bands, 
De Couci hath escaped, and, doubdess, leads 
Their footsteps to Messina, where our foes 
Will gather all their strength. Determined hearts. 
And deeds to starde earth, are yet required, 

52 
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To mdu the ini^fatjr acrifice coaqdde.— 
When b tbf wo r 

PKOCIDA. 

I know not. Once hst ni^ 
Hit ena^d my palli, and anih ooe stroke beal iamm ■' 
A VKorA jitd rased to smitp ii>e, and rcstured 
M jr own, wfaicb in ibal deadly slrif« liad been 
Wreneh'd from my grasp : bui nfaen I rouM Imtc press' 

him 
To uij' exulting bosom, be drew batk. 
And with a sad, and yet a scomJiil, smile. 
Full of strange meaning, left me. Since that bour 
I bare not seen him. Wherefore didst tliou ask i 

HON TA LB A. 

It matters not. We have deeper things to speak of.— 
Know'st ihou that we have traitors in our councilsf 



I know some voice in secret must have wam'd 

De Couci ; or his scatter'd bands had ne'er 

So soon been inarshall'd, and in rktse array^ 

Led hence as from the field. Hast thou heard aught 

That may develope this ? 

HONTALBA. 

The guards we set 
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To watch the city-gates have seized, this morn, 
One whose quick fearful glance, and hurried step 
Betray'd his guilty purpose. Mark ! he bore 
(Amidst the tumult deeming that his flight 
Might aU unnoticed pass) these scrolls to him, 
The fugitive Provencal. Read and judge ! 

PROCIDA. 

Where is this messenger ? 

MONTALBA. 

Where sJumld he be ?— 
They slew him in their wrath. 

PROCIDA. 

Unwisely done ! 
Give me the scrolls. [He reads. 

Now, if there be such things 
As may to death add sharpness, yet delay 
The pang which gives release ; if there be power 
In execration, to call down the fires 
Of yon avenging heaven, whose rapid shafts 
But for such guilt were aimless ; be they heap'd 
Upon the traitor's head !— Scorn make his name 
Her mark for ever ! 

MONTALBA. 

In our passionate blindness. 
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We send forth curses, whose deep stings rec(»i ■ 
Oft on ourselves. 

PROCIDl. 

Whate'er fate hath of ruin 
FaJl on his house ! — What ! to resign again 
That freedom for whose sake our souls have now 
Engrain'd themselves in blood ! — Why, who is he 
That hath devised diis treachery ? — ^To the scroli 
Why fixM he not his name, so stamping it 
With an imntortal infamy, whose brand 
Might warn men from him ?— ~Who should be so vile ? 
Alberti ? — In his eye is that which ever 
Shrinks from encountering mine ! — But no ! his race 
Is of our noblest — Oh ! he could not shame 
That higli descent ! — Urbino ? — Conti ? — No ! 
They are too deeply pledged. — There 's one name more ! 
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His sword to aid our foes, and tum'd its edge 
Against bis country's chiefs ? — He that did thiti 
May well be deem'd for guiltier treason ripe. 

PBOCIDA. 

And wbo is he ? 

MONTALBA. 

Nay, ask thy son. 

PBOCIDA. 

My son ! 
What should he know of such a recreant heart .^ 
Speak, Guido ! thou 'rt his friend ! 

OUIDO. 

I would not wear 
The brand of such a name ! 

PROCIDA. 

How ! what means this f 
A flash of light breaks in upon my soul ! 
Is it to blast me ? — Yet the fearful doubt 
Hath crept in darkness through my thoughts before, 
And been flung from them. — Silence ! — Speak not yet ! 
I would be calm, and meet the thunder-burst 
With a surong heart. (A pause. 

Now, what have I to hear } 
Your tidings ? 



414 fBK VBSPEXS 

amDo. 

Briefly, 'twas your sondiddius^ 
He hatfa disgraced your name. 

FROCISA. 

My son did tbvs ! 
—Are thy words oracles, that I should search 
Their hidden meaning out f—fVhat did my aoa ? 
I have forgot the tale. — Repeat it, quick ! 

GUI DO. 

Twill burst upon thee all too soon. While ne 

Were busy at the dark and solemn rites 

or retribution ; while we bad)ed the earth 

In red libati(Mis, which will consecrate 

The soil they mingled with to freedom's step 

Through the long march of ages ; 'twas hu task 

To shield from danger a Provencal maid, 
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The boy disarmM me ! — And I Kve to tell 
My shame, and wreak my vengeance ! 

GUIDO. 

Who but he 
Could warn De Couci, or devise the guilt 
These scrolls reveal ? — Hath not the traitor still 
Sought, with his fair and specious eloquence, 
To win us fix)m our purpose ? — ^All things seem 
Leagued to unmask him. 

MONTALBA. 

Know you not there came, 
E'en in the banquet's hou^, from this De Couci, 
One, bearing unto Eribert the tidings 
Of all our purposed deeds ? — ^And have we not 
Proof, as the noon-day clear, that Raimond loves 
The sister of that tyrant ? 

PROCIDA. 

There was one 
Who moum'd for being childless ! — Let him now 
Feast o'er his children's graves, and I will join 
The revelry ! 

MONTALBA (apart). 
You shall be childless too! 
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PROCID*. 

Was 't you, Montalba? — Now rejoice ! 1 siiy., 
There is no name so near you that its slaiiis 
Should call llie iever'd and indignant blood 
To your dark cheek ! — But ! will dasli lo cartli 
The weight that presses on my heart, and then 
Be glad as thou art. 

MO NT ALU A. 

Whai means this, my lord ? 
\Vlio halh seen gladness on Montalha's mien ? 

PKOCIDA. 

Wliy, should not all be glad who have no *o?w 
To tarnish their bright name ? 

»ONTALBA. 

I am not used 
To bear with mockery. 

FRO C IDA. 

Friend ! By yon high heai*ei 
I mock thee not ! — 'tis a proud fate, to live 
Alone and unailicd. — Why, what's alone .^ 
A word whose sense is— /ree .' — Aye, free from all 
The venom'd slings implanted in the heart 
By those it loves. — Oh ! I could laugh to think 
O* th* joy that riots in baronial halls, 
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When the word comes — " A son is born ! " — A son I 
— ^TThey should say thus — " He that shall knit your brow 
To furrows, not of years ; and bid your eye 
Quail its proud glance ; to tell the earth its shame, — 
Is bom, and so, rejoice ! " — Then might we feast, 
And know the cause : — ^Were it not excellent ? 

MONTALBA. 

This is all idle. There are deeds to do ; 
Arouse thee, Procida ! 

PROCIDA. 

Why, am I not 
Calm as immortal justice i — She can strike. 
And yet be passionless — and thus will I. 
I know thy meaning. — ^Deeds to do ! — 'tis well. 
They shall be done ere thought on. — Gro ye forth ; 
There is a youth who calls himself my son, 
His name is — Raimond — ^in his eye is light 
That shows like truth — but be not ye deceived ! 
Bear him in chains before us. We will sit 
To-day in judgment, and the skies shall see 
The strength which girds our nature. — Will not this 
Be glorious, brave Montalba i — Linger not, 
Ye tardy messengers ! for there are things 
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Which ask the if>eed of Gtonns. 

{^ExaiMt Gvmo and otken. 
Is not this well t 
masTUJtA. 
Tis noble. Keep thy spirit to this proud height, 

(JStide.) 
And then — be desolate Uke me !— my woes 
Will at the thought grow light. 



What now remains 
To be prepared ? — ^There should be solemn pomp 
To grace a day like this. — Aye, breaking hearts 
Require a drapery to coiceal their throbs 
From cold iaqiiini^ eyes j and it must be 
Ample and neb, thu so their gaae may not 
Expkire what li,es heneadi. 
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He strikes — my vengeance hath a deeper fount : 
But there 's dark joy m this ! — And fate hadi barrM 
My soul from every other. 

[Exit MONTALBA. 



Scene II. — A Hermitage^ surrounded by the Ruins of 

an ancient Temple. 

Constance. Anselmo. 

CONSTANCl:. 

Tis strange he comes not ! — ^Is not this the still 
And sultry hour of noon ?— -He should have been 
Here by the day-break.— Was there not a voice ? 
— " No ! 'tis the shrill Cicada, with glad life 
Peopling these marble ruins, as it sports 
Amidst them, in the sun. — Hark ! yet again !" 
No! no ! — Forgive me, father ! that I bring 
Earth's resdess griefs and passions to disturb 
The stillness of thy holy solitude ; 
My heart is fuU of care. 

ANSELMO. 

There is no place 
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So hallow'd, as to be unvisited 
By mortal cares. Nay, whither should we go, 
With our deep griefs and passions, but lo scenes 
Louely and still ; where he thai made our hearts 
Will speak to them in whispers ? I have known 
Affliction too, my daughter. 

CONSTANCE. 

Hark ! his step ! 
I know it well — he comes — ray Rairnond, welcome ! 

ViTTORiA enters, Constance shrinks incA on per- 
ceiving her. 

Oh heaven ! that aspect tells a fearful tale. 

VITTORIA (not observing her). 
There is a cloud of horror on my soul ; 
And on thy words, Anselmo, peace doth wait, 
Even as an echo, following die sweet close 
Of some divine and solemn harmony : 
Therefore I sought thee now. Oh ! speak to me 
Of holy things, and names, in whose deep sound 
Is power to bid the tempests of tlie heart 
Sink, Uke a storm rebuked. 
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ANSELMO. 

What recent grief 
Darkens thy spirit thus f 

VITTORIA. 

I said not grief. 
We should rejoice to-day, but joy is not 
That which it hath been. In the flowers which wreathe 
Its mantling cup there is a scent unknown, 
Fraught with some strange delirium. All things now 
Have changed their nature ; still, I say, rejoice ! 
There is a cause, Anselmo ! — ^We are free, 
Free and avenged ! — ^Yet on my soul there hangs 
A darkness, heavy as th' oppressive gloom 
Of midnight phantasies. — ^Aye, for this, too, 
There is a cause. 

ANSELMO. 

How sajr'st thou, we are free f 
There may have raged, within Palermo's walls. 
Some brief wild tumult, but too well I know 
They call the stranger, lord. 

VITTORIA. 

Who calls the dead 
Conqueror or lord ? — Hush ! breathe it not aloud, 
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Tbe wild winds must not hear it '.- 
I lell thee, we are free ! 



-Yet, again, 



Tbine eye hath look'd 
On feaiful deeds, for still their shadows hang 
O'er its dark orb. — Speak ! t adjure tbee, say, 
How hath this work been wrought ! 
vnrroRiA. 

Peace ! ask me It 
Why sbouldst ihau bear a talc to send thy blood 
Back on its fount ? — ^We cannot wake them now • 
The storm is in my soul, but they are all 
At rest ! — Aye, sweedy may the slaughteHd babe 
By its dead mother sleep ; and warlike men 
Who 'midst tbe slain have slumber'd oft before, 
Making the shield tlieir pillow, may repose 
Well, now their toils are done. — Is 't not enough t 

CONSTANCE. 

Merciful Heaven ! have such things been f And yet 
There is no shade come o'er die laughing sky ! 
— ^1 am an outcast now. 



O Thou, whose ways 
Clouds mantle fearfuUy ; of all the blind, 
But terrible, ministers that work diy wrath, 
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How much is man the fiercest ! — Others know 

Their limits — ^Yes ! the earthquakes, and the storms, 

And the volcanoes ! — He alone o'erleaps 

The bounds of retributicm ! — Couldst thou gaze, 

Vittoria ! with thy woman's heart and eye, 

On such dread scenes unmoved f 

VITTORIA. 

Was it for me 
To stay th' avenging sword ? — ^No, though it pierced 
My very soul ! — " Hark, hark, what thrilling shrieks 
Ring through the air around me ! — Can'st thou not 
Bid them be hush'd ? — Oh ! look not on me thus ! " 

ANSELMO. 

'' Lady ! thy thoughts lend sternness to the looks 
Which are but sad ! " — Have all then perish'd ? oK ? 
Was there no mercy ? 

VITTORIA. 

Mercy ! it hath been 
A word forbidden as th' unhallowed names 
Of evil powers. — ^Yet one there was who dared 
To own the guilt of pity, and to aid 
The victims; but m vain. — Of him no more ! 
He is a traitor, and a traitor's death 
Will be his meed. 



Is it — it cannot be ! 

viTTTORiA [starting). 
Thou here, pale girl ! 
I deem'd thee with the dead ! — How hast thou 'scaped 
The snare ? — ^Who saved thee, last of all thy race ? 
Was it not he of whom I spake e'en now, 
Raimond di Procida ? 

CONSTANCE. 

It is enough. 
Now the storm breaks upon me, and I sink ! 
Must he too die ? 

VITTORIA. 

Is it ev'n so ? — Why then, 
Live on — ^thou hast the arrow at thy heart ! 
" Fix not on me thy sad reproachful eyes," 
I mean not to betray thee. Thou may'st live ! 
Why should deadi bring diee his oblivious balms ? 
He visits but the happy. — Didst thou ask 

If RaiinnnH ir\n ir»n<;t Hin ? It i«: hq <;iirp 
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CONSTANCE, 

" When did raan 
Call mercy, treason 9 — ^Take my life, but save 
My noble Raimond ! " 

VITTORIA. 

" Maiden ! " he must die. 
E'en now the youth before his judges stands. 
And they are men who, to tlie voice of prayer. 
Are as the rock is to the murmur'd sigh 
Of summer-waves ; aye, though a father sit 
On their tribunal. Bend thou not to me. 
What wouldst tliou ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Mercy ! — Oh ! wert thou to plead 
But with a look, e'en yet he might be saved ! 
If tliou hast ever loved — 

VITTORIA. 

—If I have loved f 
It is that love forbids me to relent ; 
I am what it hath made me. — O'er my soul 
Lightning hath pass'd, and sear'd it. Could I weep, 
I then might pity — but it will not be. 
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CONSTANCE. 



Oh ! liiou wilt yet relent, for woman's heart 
Was formed lo sufier and lo melt. 



Away ! 
Why should 1 pity tlice ? — ^Tliou will hiii prove 
Whal I have kuown before — and yec I live ! 
Naturp is strong, and it may all be borne — 
The sii;k impatient yearning of iho heiiri 
For that which is not ; and the weaiy sense 
Of the dull void, wherewith our liomes have been 
Circled by death ; yes, all things may be borne ! 
All, save remorse. — But 1 will not bow tlown 
My spirit to that dark power : — there vms no guilt! 
Anselmo ! wherefore didst ihoii talk of guilt ? 



Aye, thus doili sensitive conscience (juicken tlioughi. 
Lending reproachful voices to a breeze. 
Keen lightning to a look. 

VITTORIA, 

Leave me in peace ! 
Is 't not enough tiiat 1 slioiild have a sense 
Of things thou cans! not sec, oil wild and dark, 
And of unearthly whispers, hauaiiiig rae 
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With dread suggestions, but that thy cold words, 
Old man, should gall me too ? — Must all conspire 
Against me f — Oh ! thou beautiful spirit ! wont 
To shine upon my dreams with looks of love, 
Where art thou vanish'd ? — ^Was it not the thought 
Of thee which urged me to tlie feaiful task, 
And wilt thou now forsake me ? — ^I must seek 
The shadowy woods again, for there, perchance, 
Still may thy voice be in my twilight-paths ; 
— ^Here I but meet despair ! 

[Exit VlTTORIA. 

ANSELMO {to Constance). 

Despair not thoUj 
My daughter ! — ^he that purifies the heart 
With grief, will lend it strength. 

CONSTANCE ( end£avouring to rouse herself). 

Did she not say 
That some one was to die ? 

ANSELMO. 

I tell thee not 
Thy pangs are vain — for nature will have way. 
Earth must have tears ; yet in a heart like thine, 
Faith may not 3rield its place. 



oomc luariui laiu : — vviiu i^nm, iiiai mure sikuiiu lesi 
Blood on my soul ? — What blood f — I never bore 
Haired, kind fadier, unto aught that breathes ; 
Raimond doth know it well. — Raimond ! — High heaven. 
It bursts upon me now !— -and he must die ! 
For my sake— e'en for mine ! 

ANSELHO. 

Her words were strange^ 
And her proud mbd seem'd half to frenzy wrou^ — 
— ^Perchance this may not be. 

CONSTANCE. 

It must not be. 
Why do I linger here f (She rises to impart.) 

ANSELMO. 

Where wouldst thou go i 

CONSTANCE. 

To give their stem and unrelenting hearts 
A victim in his stead. 

ANSELMO. 
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CONSTANCE. 

I may not falter now, 
— ^Is not the life of woman all bound up 
In her affections f — What hath she to do 
In this bleak world alone? — \i may be well 
For man on his triumphal course to move, 
Uncumber'd by soft bcmds ; but we were bom 
For love and grief. 

ANSELMO. 

Thou fair and gende thing, 
Unused to meet a glance which doth not speak 
Of tenderness or homage ! how shouldst thou 
Bear the hard aspect of unpitying men, 
Or face the king of terrors f 

CONSTANCE. 

There is strength 
Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we reck 
But little, till the shafts of Heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling. — Must not earth be rent 
Before her gems are found ? — Oh ! now I feel 
Worthy the generous love wliich hath not shunn'd 
To look on death for me ! — My heart hath given 
Birth to as deep a courage, and a faith 
As high in its devotion. 

[Exit Constance. 
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ANSBLMO. 

She U gcKie ! 
Is it to perish ? — God of inercy ! lotid 
Power to my voice, thai so ils prayer may save 
This ]iure and lofty creature ! — I will follow — 
Bui her yotiiig footstep and heroic heart 
Will hear her to destruction faster far 
Than I can track her jintli. 

[£^( Aksi 



Scene 111.— Ha// of a Public BvUding. 

Procida, Montalba, Guioo, and others, seated as 
Tribunal. 

PROClI>A. 

The iDom lower'd darkly, but the sun hath now, 
With fierce and angry splendour, through the cloudi^ 
Burst forth, as if impatient lo behold 
This, our high triumph. — Lead the prisoner in, 

(Raimond w brought in fettered and guarded.) 

Why, what a bright and fearless brow is here ! 
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— ^Is this man guilty ? — ^Look on him, Montalba ! 

MONTALBA. 

Be firm. Should justice falter at a look ? 

PROCIDA. 

No, thou say'st well. Her eyes are filleted, 
Or should be so. Thou, that dost call thyself—- 
— But no ! I will not breathe a traitor's name — 
Speak ! thou art arraign'd of treason. 

RAIMOND. 

c 

I arraign 
YoUy before whom I stand, of darker guilt, 
In the bright face of heaven ; and your own hearts 
Give echo to the charge. Your very looks 
Have ta'en the stamp of crime, and seem to shrink. 
With a perturb'd and haggard wildness, back 
From the too-searching light. — Why, what hath wrought 
This change on noble brows ? — ^There is a voice, 
With a deep answer, rising from the blood 
Your hands have coldly shed ! — ^Ye are of those 
From whom just men recoil, with curdling veins, 
All tlirill'd by life's abhorrent consciousness. 
And sensitive feeling of a murderer^s presence. 
— Away ! come down from your tribunal-seat, 
Put off your robes of state, and let your mien 



Miirc ili;m llio i.i^siilfncc. — Tluit I should live 
To .see my fallicr -liriiik ! 

PBGC ID A. 

Mootalba, Speak ! 
There '3 aometluog chokes my voice — but fear me txH. 

H0NTAI.BA. 
If we must plead to vindicate our acts, 
Be it when thou bast made thine own look clear ! 
Most ektquent youth ! What answer canst thou make 
To this our chaise of treason ? 

RAIMOND. 

I will plead 
That cause before a mightier judgment-throne. 
Where mercy is not guilt. But here, I feel 
Too buoyantly the glory and the joy 
Of my free spirit's whiteness ; for e'en now 
Th' embodied hideousness of ctime doth seem 
Before me glaring out. — Why, I saw iAee, 
Thv fool noon an aeed warrior's breast. 
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r> 



A mother and the babe, whose little life 

Was from her bosom drawn ! — ^Immortal deeds 

For bards to hymn! 

GuiDO (aside). 

I look upon his mien, 
And waver. — Can it be ? — ^My boyish heart 
Deem'd him so noble once ! — ^Away, weak thoughts ! 
Why should I shrink, as if the guilt were mtW, 
From his proud glance ? 

PROCIDA. 

Oh, thou dissembler ! — thou, 
So skill'd to clothe with virtue's generous flush 
The hollow cheek of cold hypocrisy, 
That, with thy guilt made manifest, I can scarce 
Believe thee guilty ! — ^look on me, and say 
Whose was the secret warning voice, that saved 
De Couci with his bands, to join our foes, 
And forge new fetters for th' mdignant land ? 
Whose was this treachery? (Shows him papers.) 

Who hath promised here, 
(Belike to appease the manes of the dead,) 
At midnight to unfold Palermo's gates, 
And welcome in the foe f — ^Who hath done this, 
But thou, a tjrrant's friend ? 
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RtlMOND. 

Who hath done this ? 
Fatlier ! — il' I may rail ihee by that nnme — 
Look, witli iliy jjiercing eye, on those whose smiles 
Were masks Uiat hirf iheir daggers, — T/wre, iiprchance. 
May lurk what loves not light too strong. For me, 
I know but this — there needs no deep research 
To prove the truth — that murderers may be traitors 
Ev'n to each other. 

^^■^» ' PROCIDA (lo M0NTAI3&J. 

His unaltering cheek 
Siill vividly doth hold its natural hue. 
And his eye quails not .' — Is this innocence ? 

HONTALBA. 

No ! 'tis th' unshrinking hardihood of crime. 

— Thou bear'st a gallant mien ! — But where is she 

Whom thou hast barter'd fame and life to save, 

The fair Provencal maid ? — What ! koow'st thou not 

That diis alone were guih, to death allied ,'" 

Was 't not our law that he who spared a foe, 

(And is she not of that detested race ?) 

Siiould thenceforth be amongst us tu a foe i* 

— Where hast thou brane her .'—speak ! 



I 
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RhlMOKD, 

That Heaven, whose eye 
Burns up thy soul with its far-searching glance. 
Is with her ; she is safe. 

PROCIDA. 

And by that word 
Thy doom is seal'd.-'-Oh God ! that I had died 
Before this bitter hour, in the full strength 
And glory of ray heart ! 

(Constance enters^ and rushes to Raimond.) 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! art thou found ? 
•—But yet, to find thee thus ! — Chains, chains for thee i 
My brave, my noble bve ! — Off witli these bonds j 
Let him be free as air !-^for I am come 
To be your victim now. 

RAIMOND. 

Death has no pang 
More keen than this.— Oh ! wherefore art thou here i 
I could have died so calmly, deeming thee 
Saved, and at peace. 



On xh'is tribiiiial ; Raimond, wliicli is lio ? 

HAIMOND. 

My father ! — who hath lull'd tbj gentle heart 
fV^th that ialse hope f— Balored ! gaze around — 
See, if thine eye can trace a father's soul 
Id the dark looks bent on us. 

(CONSTANCE, after eamettli/ examining the countmanea 
ofthejvdga,falU at the feet ofFBocmA.) 

CONSTANCE. 

Thou art he ! 
Nay, turn thou not away ! — for I behehl 
Thy proud hp quiver, and a watery mist 
Pass o'er thy troubled eye ; and then I knew 
Thou wert his father ! — Sparc him ! — take my hfe. 

In tnith a nmpthlpGC aanrifioo fnr hie 
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I look upon thee, and my (ailing heart 
Is as a broken reed. 

CONSTANCE (tttU oddressifig procida^ 

Oh, yet relent ! 
If 'twas his crime to rescue me, behold 
I come to be the atonement ! Let him live 
To crown thine age with honour. — ^In thy heart 
There 's a deep conflict ; but great nature pleads 
With an o'ermastering voice, and thou wilt yield ! 
— ^Thou art his father ! 

PROCiDA (after a pause). 

Maiden, thou 'rt deceived ! 
I am as calm as that dead pause of nature 
Ere the full thunder bursts. — ^A judge is not 
Father or friend. Who calls this man my son f 
— My son ! — ^Aye ! thus his mother proudly smiled — 
But she was noble ! — ^Traitors stand alone. 
Loosed from all tiesi. — ^Why should I trifle thus ? 
—Bear her away ! 

RAiMOND (starting forward). 
And whither f 

MONTALBA. 

Unto death. 
Why should she live when all her race have perish'd f 



RAIMOND. 

High heaven ! thou seest these things ; 
And yet endur'st them ! — Shalt thou die for me, 
Purest and loveliest being f — but our fate 
May not divide us long. — Her cheek is cold — 
Her deep blue eyes are closed — Should this be death ! 
— ^If thus, there yet were mercy ! — ^Father, father ! 
Is thy heart human ? 

PROCIDA. 

Bear her hence, I say ! 
Why must my soul be torn ? 

("Anselmo entersy holding a crucifix.) 

ANSELMO. 

Now, by this sign 
Of Heaven's prevailing love, ye shall not barm 
One ringlet of her head.^How ! is there not 
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Be wild and dark enough, but ye must heap 

Crime upon crime ? — Be ye content : — ^your dreams, 

Your councils, and your banquetings, will yet 

Be haunted by the voice which doth not sleep, 

E'en though this maid be spared ! — Constance, look up ! 

Thou shalt not die. 

RAIMOND. 

Oh ! death e'en now hath veil'd 
Hie light of her soft beauty. — Wake, my love ; 
Wake at my voice ! 

PROCIDA. 

Anselmo, lead her hence, 
And let her live, but never meet my sight. 
•—Begone ! — My heart will burst. 

RAIMOND. 

One last embrace ! 
— Again life's rose is opening on her cheek ; 
Yet must we part. — So bve is crush'd on earth ! 
But there are brighter worlds ! — Farewell, farewell ! 

(He gives her to the care of Anselmo.^ 
CONSTANCE (dou)ly recovering). 
There was a voice which cali'd me.— -Am I not 
A spirit freed from earth ? — Have I not pass'd 
The bitterness of death ? 
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Oh, haste away ! 



Yes ! Raimond calls me. — He too is released 
From his cold bondage. — We are free at lasl, 
And all is well — Away ! 

(She is let! out by A^szuso.) 



And I have but to die. 



The pang is o'er, 



MONT ALB A. 

Now, Procida, 
Comes thy great task. Wake ! summon to ihine aid 
All thy deep soul's commanding energies ; 
For thou — a chief among us — must pronounce 
The sentence of thy son. It rests with tliee. 



Ha! ha ! — Men's hearts should he of softer mould 
Than in the elder time. — Fathers could doom 
Their children then widi an unfaltering voice, 
And we must tremble thus ! — Is it not said. 
That nature grows degenerate, earth bebg noi\ 
So full of days ? 
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MONTALBA. 

Rouse up thy mighty heart. 

PROCIDA. 

Aye, thou say*st right. There yet are souls which tower 
As landmarks to mankind. — Well, what 's the task ? 
— ^There is a man to be condemn'd, you say ? 
Is he then guilty f 

ALL. 

Thus we deem of him 
With one accord. 

PKOCIDA. 

And hatli he nought to plead f 

RAIMOND. 

Nought but a soul unstain'd. 

PROCIDA. 

Why, that is little. 
Stains on the soul are but as conscience deems them. 
And conscience may be sear'd. — ^But, for this sentence ! 
— ^Was 't not the penalty imposed on man. 
E'en from creation's dawn, that he must die ? 
— ^It was : thus making guilt a sacrifice 
Unto eternal justice ; and we but 
Obey Heaven's mandate, when we cast dark souls 
To th' elements from amongst us.^Be it so ! 
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Such be hU doom ! — I have said. Aye, now my heart 
Is girt wiih adamant, whose cold weight doUi press 
Its gaspiiigs down. — Off! let me brealhe in freedom ! 
— Mountains are on my breast ! 

{He finh back.) 

HOKTjUAA. 

Guards, bear the ptiaoner 
Back to his dungeon. 

RAfMOND. 

l''ather I oh, look up ; 
Thou art my father still ! 

(GuiDO leaving the Tribunal, throws himself on the neck 
of Raimobd.) 

GUIDO. 

Oil ! Raimond, Raimond ! 
If it should be that J have wrong'd thee, say 
Thou dosi forgive me. 



Friend of my young days, 
So may all-piiying heaven ! 

(Raimohd is led oat.) 
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PROCIDA. 

Whose voice was that ? 
Where is he ? — gone ? — now I may breathe once more 
In the free air of heaven. Let us away. 

l^Elxeunt omnes. 



KND OF ACT THE FOURTH. 



Scene I. — A Prisoriy dimly lighted. 



Raimond sleeping. Pbocida enters. 



PROCiDA {gazing upon him earnestly). 
Can he then sleep ? — ^Th' o'ershadowing night hath wrapt 
Earth, at her stated hours — ^the stars have set 
Their burning watch ; and all things hold their course 
Of wakefulness and rest ; yet hath not sleep 
Sat on mine eyelids since — but this avails not ! 
— And thus he slumbers ! — " Why this mien doth seeiti 
As if its soul were but one lofty thought 
Of an immortal destiny ! " — ^his brow 
Is calm as waves whereon the midnight heavens 
Are imaged silendy. — Wake, Raimond, wake ! 
Thy rest is deep. 
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I am prepared to die, yet would I not 
Fall by thy hand. 

PROCIDA. 

Twas not for this I came. 

RAIMOND. 

Then wherefore f — and upon thy lofty brow 
Why bums the troubled flush ? 

PROCIDA. 

Perchance 'tis shame. 
Yes ! it may well be shame ! — for I have striven 
With nature's feebleness, and been o'erpower'd. 
— Howe'er it be, 'tis not for thee to gaze. 
Noting it thus. Rise, let me loose thy chains. 
Arise, and follow me ; but let thy step 
Fall without sound on earth : I have prepared 
The means for thy escape. 

RAIMOND. 

What ! thou ! the austere. 
The inflexible Procida ! hast thou done this, 
Deeming me guilty still ? 

PROCIDA. 

Upbraid me not ! 
It is even so. There have been nobler deeds 
By Roman fathers done, — but I am weak. 
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Therefore, again I say, ailse ! and haste, 

For ihe nigin wanes. Thy fugitive course must be 

To realms beyond the deep ; so let us part 

In sileDce, and for ever. 

HAIMOKD. 

Let him fly 
Wlio holds no deep asylum in his breast. 
Wherein to shelter from tlie scofis of men ! 
— I can sleep calmly here. 

PROCIDt. 

An thou in love 
Willi death and infamy, that so tiiy choice 
Is made, lost boy ! wJien freedom courts thy grasp .' 



Fatlier ! to set ih' irrevocable seal 

Upon that shame wiierewith ye have branded me. 

There needs b'.it ftiglit. — What sliould I bear from diis, 

My native land ? — A blighted name, to rise 

And part me, widi its dark remembrances, 

For ever from the sunshine ! — O'er my soul 

Bright shadowings of a nobler destiny 

Float in dim beauty through the gloom ; but here, 

On earth, my hopes are closed. 
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PROCIDA. 

Thy hopes are closed ! 
And what were they to mine ? — Thou wilt not fly ! 
Why, let aU traitors flock to thee> and learn 
How proudly guilt can talk ! — Let fathers rear 
Their ofBpring henceforth, as the free wild birds 
Foster their young ; when these can mount alone, 
Dissolving nature's bonds — why should it not 
Be so with us f 

RATMOND. 

Oh, father ! — Now I feel 
What high prerogatives belong to death. 
He hath a deep though voiceless eloquence. 
To which I leave ray cause. " His solemn veil 
Doth with mysterious beauty clothe our virtues. 
And in its vast, oblivious fold, for ever 
Give shelter to our faults." — When I am gone, 
The mists of passion which have dimmM ray name 
Will melt like day-dreams ; and my memory then 
Will be — not what it should have been — for I 
Must pass without my fame — but yet, unstain'd 
As a clear morning dew-drop. Oh ! the grave 
Hath rights inviolate as a sanctuary's. 
And they should be my own ! 
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PBOCIDA. 

Now, by just Hearen, 
I will noi tlius be tortured ! — Were my heart 
Bill of tliy guilt or innocence assured, 
1 could be calm again. " Bui, in tliis wild 
Suspense, — ibis conflict and %'icissLtude 
Of opposite feelings and convictions — What ! 
Hath it been mine lo temper and to bend 
All spirits 10 my purpose ; have I raised 
With a sevcrp and passionless energy. 
From the dread iningljng of thdr elements, 
Storms which have rock'd the earth ? — And shall I now 
Thus fluctuate, as a feeble reed, the scorn 
And plajlliing of the winds ? " — Look on me, boy ! 
Guilt never dared to meet these eyes, and keep 
Its heart's daik secret close. — Oh, pitying Heaven ! 
Speak to my soul widi some dread oracle, 
And tell me which is truth. 

RAIMOKD. 

I will not plead. 
I will not call th' Omnipotent to attest 
My innocence. No, fatlier, in thy heart 
I know my birthright shall be soon restored ; 
Therefore 1 look to deatli, and bid thee speed 
Tlie great absolver. 
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PROCIDA. 

Oh ! my son, my son I 
We will not part in wrath ! — ^the sternest hearts, 
Within their proud and guarded fastnesses. 
Hide something still, round which their tendrib cling 
With a close grasp, unknown to those who dress 
Their love in smiles. And such wert diou to me ! 
The all which taught me that my soul was cast 
In nature's mould. — ^And I must now hold on 
My desolate course alone ! — Why, be it thus ! 
He that doth guide a nation's star, should dwell 
High o'er the clouds in regal solitude. 
Sufficient to himself. 

BAIMOND. 

Yet, on that sunnmit, 
When with her bright wings glory shadows thee, 
Forget not him who coldly sleeps beneath. 
Yet might have soar'd as high ! 

PROClDA. 

No, fear thou not ! 
Thou 'It be remember'd long. The canker-worm 
O' th' heart is ne'er forgotten. 
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" Oh 1 not ilius — 



1 would uoi Ihm be thought ol." 



Let me ileem 
Again that ihou an base ! — for thy l»riglii looks, 
Thj glorious mien of fearlessness and trulli. 
Then would not baunl me as th' avenging powers 
FoUow'd die parricide. — Farewell, farewell ! 
I have no tears. — Oh ! thus ihy mother look'd, 
When, with a sad, yet half-lriuinphant smile, 
All radiant with deep meaning, from her deadi-bed 
She gave thee to my arms. 

RAIStOND- 

Now death has lost 
His sUng, since thou heliev'st me innocent. 

pRociDA (lailtfly.) 
Thou innocent ! — Am I thy murderer then ? 
Away ! I lell lliee thou hast made my name 
A scorn to men ! — No ! I will not forgive thee ; 
A traitor ! — What ! die blood of Procida 
Filling a traitor's veins ! — Let die earUi drink it ; 
Tkott wouldst receive our foes ! — but dicy shall meet 
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From thy perfidious lips a welcome, cold 

As death can make it — Go, prepare thy soul ! 

RAIMOND. 

Fatlier ! yet bear me ! 

PROCIDA. 

No ! thou 'rt skill'd to make 
E'en shame look fair. — ^Why should I linger thus f 

(Going to leave the prison he turns b<ick for a 
moment.) 
If there be aught — if aught — for which thou need'st 
Forgiveness — not of me, but that dread power 
From whom no heart is veil'd— delay thou not 
Thy prayer : — Time hurries on. 

RAIMOND. 

I am prepared. 

PROCIDA. 

Tis well 

[Eocit Procida. 

RAIMOND. 

Men talk of torture ! — Can they wreak 
Upon the sensitive and shrinking firame. 
Half the mind bears, and lives ? — My spirit feels 
Bewilder'd ; on its powers this twilight gloom 
Hangs fike a weight of earth. — It should be mom ; 



I eiiiiii; 01 nope ana mercy : 



[El it into an inner cell. 



Scene II. — A Street of Palermo. 



Many Citizens assembled. 



FIRST CITIZEN. 

The morning breaks ; his time is almost come : 
Will he be led tliis way ? 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Aye, SO 'tis said, 
To die before that gate through wliich he purposed 
The foe should enter in. 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

Twas a vile plot ! 
And yet I would my hands were pure as his 
From the deep stain of blood. Didst hear the sounds 
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Who hath not heard them duly, at those hours 
Which should be silent ? 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

Oh ! the fearful mingling, 
The terrible mimicry of human voices, 
In every sound which to the heart doth speak 
Of woe and death. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Aye, there was woman's shrill 
And piercing cry ; and the low feeble wail 
Of dying infants ; and tlie half-suppress'd 
Deep groan of man in his last agonies ! 
And now and then there swelled upon the breeze 
Strange, savage bursts of laughter, wilder far 
Than aU the rest. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Of our own fate, perchance, 
These awful midnight wailings may be deem'd 
An ominous prophecy. — Should France regain 
Her power amongst us, doubt not, we shall have 
Stem reckoners to account with. — Hark ! 

(The sound of trumpets is heard at a distance,) 
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SECOND CITIZEN. 

TwasbW 
A ruabing of the breeze. 

TBIRD CITIZEN. 

E'en DOW, 'tis said, 
Tlie hoslile bands approacb. 

(The somulis heard graduidly drawing neare 

SECOND CITIXEH. 

Again ! — that sound 
Was no illusion. Nearer yet it swells— 
They come, they come ! 

pROCiDA enters. 

PROCIDA. 

The foe is at your gates ; 
But hearts and bands prepared shall meet i)is onset ; 
Wby are ye loitering here ? 

CITIKKNS. 

My lord, we came 

PROCIDA. 

Think ye I know not wherefore ? — 'twas lo see 
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A fellow-being die ! — Aye, 'tis a sight 

Man loves to look on, and the tenderest hearts 

Recoil, and yet withdraw not, fix)ni the scene. 

For this ye came — What ! is our nature fierce, 

Or is there that in mortal agony, 

From which the soul, exulting in its strength. 

Doth learn immortal lessons ? — Hence, and arm ! 

Ere the night dews descend, ye will have seen 

Enough of deatii ; for tliis must be a day 

Of battle ! — Tis the hour which troubled souls 

Delight in, for its rushing storms are wings 

Which bear them up ! — ^Arm, arm ! 'tis for your homes, 

And all that lends them loveliness — Away ! 

[Eoceunt 



Scene IIL — Prison o^Raimond. 



Raimond. Anselmo. 

BAIMOND. 

And Constance then b safe ! — Heaven bless thee, father ; 
Good angels bear such comfort. 
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AN3CLM0. 

I have found ' 
A safe asylum for ibine hoQourVI love, 
Where she may dwell until serener days. 
With Saini Rosolia's gentlest daughters ; those 
Whose hallowM office is to tend the bed 
Of pain and death, and soothe the pardng »oul 
With their soft hymns : and therefore are they a 
" Sisters of Mercy." 

RAIHOND. 

Oh ! that name, my Constancs, 
Befits thee well ! E'en in our happiest days, 
There was a depth of tender pcnsiveness. 
Far in thine eyes' dark azure, speaking ever 
Of pity and mild grief. — Is she at peace ? 

ANSEI.MO. 

Alas ! what should I say, 

RAIMOND, 

Why did I ask f 
Knowing the deep and full devotedncss 
Of her young heart's aifections ? — Oh ! the thought 
Of my untimely fate will haunt her dreams, 
Which should have been so irnnquil ! — And her soul. 
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Whose strength was but the lofty gift of love, 
Ev'n unto death will sicken. 

ANSELMO. 

All that faith 
Can yield of comfort, shall assuage her woes ; 
And still whatever betide, the light of Heaven 
Rests on her gentle heart. But thou, my son ! 
Is thy young spirit master'd, and prepared 
For nature's fearful and mysterious change f 

RAIMOND. 

Aye, father ! of my brief remaining task 
The least part is to die ! — And yet the cup 
Of life still mantled brighdy to my lips, 
Crown'd witli that sparkling bubble, whose proud name 
Is — ^glory ! — Oh ! my soul, from boyhood's morn. 
Hath nursed such mighty dreams ! — ^It was my hope 
To leave a name, whose echo, from the abyss 
Of time, should rise, and float upon the winds, 
Into the far hereafter : there to be 
A trumpet-sound, a voice from the deep tomb, 
Miurnuring — Awake ! — Arise ! — ^But this is past ! 
Erewiiile, and it had seem'd enough of shame. 
To sleep forgotten in the dust — ^but now 
— Oh God ! — ^the undying record of my grave 
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Will be, — Here sleeps a iraiior !— One, whose crime 
Was — to deem brave men might find uobler weapons 
Tlian l]ie cold murderer's dagger ! 

ANSELHO. 

Oil, my son. 
Subdue ihese troubled thoughts ! Thou woiildst not change 
Thy lot for theirs, o'er whose dark dreams will haug 
The avenging shadows, which the blood-slain'd soul 
Doih conjure from tbe dead ! 

KUMOMD. 

Thou 'rt right. I would not. 
Yet 'tis a weaty task to school the heart, 
Ere years or griefs have lamed its fiery spirit 
Into tliat still and passive forliiude, 
Which is but learn'd from suffering. — Would the hour 
To hush these passionate ihiobhings were at hand ! 

It will not he to-day, Hast tliou not heard — 

— But no — the rush, the trampling, and the stir 

Of this great oily, arming in her haste. 

Pierce not tliese dungeon-deptlis. — ^The foe batli reach'd 

Our gates, and all Palermo's youth, and all 

Her warrior-men, are marshall'd, and gone forth 

In that high hope which makes realities, 

To tlie red field . Thy father leads them on. 



I 
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RAiMOND (starting up). 
They are gone forth ! my father leads them on ! 
All, all Palermo's youth ! — No ! one is left, 
Shut out from glory's race ! — ^They are gone forth ! 
— Aye ! now the soul of battle b abroad, 
It bums upon the air ! — ^The joyous winds 
Are tossing warrior-plumes, the proud white foam 
Of batde's roaring billows ! — On my sight 
The vision bursts — it maddens ! 'tis the flash, 
The lightning-shock of lances, and the cloud 
Of rushing arrows, and the broad full blaze 
Of helmets in the sun ! — ^The very steed 
With his majestic rider glorying shares 
The hour's stem joy, and waves his floatmg mane 
As a triumphant banner ! — Such things are 
Even now — and I am here ! 

ANSELMO. 

Alas, be calm ! 
To the same grave ye press, — thou that dost pine 
Beneath a weight of chains, and they that rule 
The fortunes of the fight. 

RAIMOND. 

Aye ! Thou canst feel 
The calm thou wouldst impart, for unto thee 
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AU nieii alike, ibe warrior aad ibo slave, 
Seem, as thou say'st, bul pilgrims, pressing on 
To liie same bourne. — Yet call it noi the siuiie ! 
7^V graves, who fall in this day's fight, will be 
As iiliiirs to tlii-ir cmmlry, visited 
By fathers with their children, hearing wrentlis. 
And chaniiug hymns in lionoiir of the dead ; 
Will iniue be such / 

V'lTTouiA nithes tn toildiy, a» Spumed. 

VITTORIA. 

Anselmo ! art thou found f 
Haste, haste, or all is lost ! Perchance tliy voice. 
Whereby they deem Heaven speaks, thy lifted cross. 
And prophet-mien, may stay the fugitives. 
Or shame them hack to die. 

ANSELMO. 

The fugitives ! 
What words are these .'' — the sons of Sicily 
Fly not before tlie foe .' 

VITTORIA, 

That I should say 
It is 100 true ! 
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ANSELMO. 

And thou — thou bleedest, lady ! 

VITTORIA. 

Peace ! heed not me, when Sicily is lost ! 

I stood upon the walls, and watched our bands, 

As, with their ancient, royal banner spread. 

Onward they march'd. The combat was begun, 

The fiery impulse given, and valiant men 

Had seal'd their freedom with their blood — when lo ! 

That false Alberti led his recreant vassals 

To join th' invader's host. 

RAIMOND. 

His country's curse 
Rest on the slave for ever ! 

VITTORIA. 

Then distrust 
E'en of their nobler leaders, and dismay. 
That swiit contagion, on Palermo's bands 
Came like a deadly blight. They fled ! — Oh shame ! 
E'en now they fly ! — Aye, through the city gates 
They rush, as if all Etna's burning streams 
Pursued their wbged steps ! 

RAIMOND. 

Thou hast not named 
Their chief— Di Procida — He doth not flv 
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TITTOW*. 

No I like a kingly lion lo ihe toils, 
Darii^ the hunters yet, lie proudly strives 
But all in vain ! The few that breast the siorni. 
With Guido and Mooialba, by his side, 
Fight but for (graves upon Ihe l>Bttle-fieli). 

RUMONS. 

And I am herf ! — Shall there he power, O God ! 

In tbc roused energies of fierce despair, 

To burst my heart — aiid not to rend my cbainef 

Oh, for one moment of the thunderbolt 

To set the strong man free ! 

TiTTORiA (after gazing upon kirn enmally). 
Why, 'iwere a deed 
Worthy the fame and blessing of all time, 
To loose thy bcmds, diou son of Procida ! 
Thou an no traitor : — from thy kindled brow- 
Looks out thy lofty soul ! — Arise ! go fortli ! 
And rouse tlie noble heart of Sicily 
Unto high deeds again. Anselmo, haste ; 
Unbind him ! Lei my spirit still prevail, 
Ere I depart — for the strong hand of death 
Is on me now. — 

(She sinks back agaitist a pUtar.) 
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ANSELMO. 

Oh Heaven ! the life-blood streams 
Fast fix)m thy heart — thy troubled eyes grow dim. 
Who hath done this ? 

VITTORIA. 

Before the gates I $tood, 
And in the name of him, the loved and lost, 
\^th whom I soon shall be, all vainly strove 
To stay the shameful flight. Then fix)m the foe, 
Fraught with my summons to his viewless home, 
Came the fleet shaft which pierced me. 

ANSELMO. 

Yet, oh yet, 
It may not be too late. Help, help ! 

VITTORIA. 

Away! 
Bright is the hour which brings me liberty ! 

Attendants enter. 

Haste, be those fetters riven ! — ^Unbar the gates, 
And set the captive free ! 

(The Attendants seemtohesiiate.) 
Know ye not her 
Who should have w«m your country's diadem ? 



•Iti-) 



TflE VESPERS 



ATTENDANTS. 

Oh, tady, we obey. 

(Thetf take off ajuMonD's ckaim, 
ejcvitinglif.) 



tit tprittgg N 



Is (his no dream f 
— Mount, eagle ! thou art free ! — Shall I then die. 
Not 'midst the mockery of insulting crowds, 
Bui on tlie Held of banners, where llie brave 
Ate striving ica an iminonaiitj .'' 
— It is e'en so ! — Now for bright arms of proof, 
A be)m, a keen-edged lalchion, and e'en yet 
My father may he saved ! 

VITTOBIA. 

Away, be sUong ! 
Ajid let tliy batde-word, to rule the storm, 
Be Conrtidm I 

(He niaiies out. J 
Ol) ! lor one hour of life 
To hear that name blent with the i-xiiltiiii; shout 
Of victory ! — 'twill not be ! — A mighuer power 
Doth sumniun me away. 



To puroj- vioildr- 
Knise liiy last llioui^lits in hope. 
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VITTORIA. 

Yes ! he is there, 
All glorious in his beauty ! — Conradin ! 
Death parted us — and death shall re-unite ! 
— He will not stay — it is all darkness now ; 
Night gathers o'er my spirit. (She dies.) 

ANSELMO. 

She is gone. 
It is an awfiil hour which stills the heart 
That beat so proudly once. — Have mercy, Heaven ! 

(He kneels beside her.) 

(The scene closes.) 



Scene IV. — Before the Oates of Palermo. 

Sicilians flying iumultwnuly towards the Gates. 

VOICES (without). 
Montjoy ! Montjoy ! St. Denis for Anjou ! 
Provengals on ! 

SICILIANS. 

Fly, fly, or all is lost ! 
59 



Unck, bnck, I siiy ! ju men ul' Sicily ! 

All is not lost ! Oh shame ! — A few brave hearts 

Id such a cause, ere now, hare set thdr breasts 

Against the rush of thousands, and sustain'd, 

And made the shock recoil- — Aye, man, free man. 

Still to be catl'd so, hath achieved such deeds 

As Heaven and earth have marvell'd at ; and souls, 

Whose spark yet slumbers with the days to come 

Shall burn to hear: transmitting brightly thus 

Freedom from race to race ! — Back ! or prepare. 

Amidst your hearths, j-our bowers, your very shrines, 

To bleed and die in vain ! — ^Tum, foUow me ! 

Conradin, Conradin ! — for Sicily 

His spirit fights ! — Remember Conradin ! 

(They begin to raUy around him.) 
Aye, this is well ! — Now follow me, and charge ! 
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Scene \\—Part of the Field oj Battle. 

Mont ALBA enters wounded^ and supported by Raimond, 
whose face is concealed by his helmet, 

RAIMOND. 

Here rest thee, warrior. 

MONTALBA. 

Rest, aye, death is rest, 
And such will soon he mine — But thanks to thee, 
I shall not die a captive. Brave Sicilian ! 
These lips are all unused to soothing words. 
Or I should bless the valour which hath won 
For my last hour, the proud free solitude 
Wherewith my soul would gird itself. — ^Thy name ? 

RAIMOND. 

'Twill be no music to thine ear, Montalba. 
Graze — ^read it thus ! 

(He lifts the visor of his helmet.) 

MONTALBA. 

Raimond di Procida! 

RAIMOND. 

Thou hast pursued me with a bitter hate. 
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But rurc thee well ! Heaven's peaee be wilb thy soul ! 
1 must away — One glorious effort more 
And tliis proud field is won I 

[^Exil Rajhodd. 

HONTAI.BA. 

Am I thus humbled ? 
How my heart sinlts within me ! But 'tis deatit 
(And lie can tame the mightiest) hath subdued 
My towering nature ilius I — Yet is lie welcome ! 
Tiiat youth — 'twas in his pride he rescued me ! 
I was his deadliest foe, and thus he proved 
His fearless scorn. Ha ! Iia ! but he sliall fail 
To melt me into womanish feebleness. 
There I still baffle him — the grave shall seal 
My lips for ever — mortal shall not hear 
Monlalba say — "forgive ! " [We dies. 



(The. 



e closes.) 



Scene V\.—Aaot/ter part of the Field. 
Procida, Guido. And other Sicilians. 



PROCIDA. 

The day is ours ; but he, the brave unknown. 
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Who tum'd the tide of battle ; he whose path 
Was victory — who hath seen him ? 

Alberti is brought in toounded^ and fettered. 

ALBERTI. 

Procida ! 

PROCIDA. 

Be silent, traitor ! — Bear him from my sight 
Unto your deepest dungeons. 

ALBERTI. 

In the grave 
A nearer home awaits me. — ^Yet one word 
Ere my voice fail — thy son — 

PROCIDA. 

Speak, speak ! 

ALBERTI. 

Thy son 
Knows not a thought of guilt. That trait'rous plot 
Was mine alone. (He is led away.) 

PROCIDA. 

Attest it, earth and Heaven ! 
My son is guiltless ! — Hear it, Sicily ! 
The blood of Procida is noble still ! 
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— My son ! — He liwes, he lives ! — His voice shall s 
Forgiveness to his sire ! — His name sliall cast 
lis brightness o'er my soul ! 

flUlDO. 

Oh, day of joy ! 
The brother of my heart is worthy still 
The lofty name he bears. 

ANSEiJio enters. 





PROCISA. 






Aoselmo, welcome ! 


in a glad liour 


we meet, for know 


, my son 


Is giiiUless. 


ANSELMO. 




Aiicl \ictorious ! by liis arm 


All linih been 


rescued. 






How! th' 


unknown — 




ANSELMO. 


Was he ! 


Tliy noble Ra 


iraond ! By Viitoria 


's hand 


Freed from his bondage in that ai 


vful hour 


When all was 


tiighi and terror. 
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PROCIDA. 

Now my cup 
Of joy too bristly mantles ! — Let me press 
My warrior to a father's heart — and die ; 
For life hath nought beyond ! — ^Why comes lie not f 
Anselmo, lead me to my valiant boy ! 

ANSELMO. 

Temper this proud delight. 

PROCmA. 

What means that look ? 
He hath not faUen f 

ANSELMO. 

He lives. 

PROCIDA. 

Away, away ! 
Bid the wide city with triumphal pomp 
Prepare to greet her victor. Let this hour 
Atone for all his wrongs ! — 

■ 

Scene VII. — Garden of a ConmL . 
RAUfOND ii led in wounded , haninff an 

lUJMONl). 

Bear me to no dull couch, hut lot medh 



/ 
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In ihe bright face of nature ! — Lift my helm, 
Thut 1 may look on heaven. 

FIBBT ATTKNI>AST (/O SECONO ATTENDANT.) 

Lay him to rest 
On litis green sunny bank, and I will call 
Some holy sister to his aid ; hut ihou 
Return unto the field, for higli-liorn men 
There need tlie |ieasaiit's aid. 

[E.vit SEcotnj Attendant. 
(To Raimond.J Horc gentler hands 

Shall tend thee, warrior ; for in these retreats 
They dwell, whose vows devote them to the care 
Of all that siifTer, iVlay'st ihou live to bless them ! 

\^Exii First Attendant. 

RAIMOND. 

Thus have I wisli'd to die ! — Twas a proud strife ! 
My father bless'<l th' unknown who rescued him, 
(Bloss'd him, alas ! because imknown !) and Guide, 
Beside me bravely sirupgling, call'd aloud, 
" Noble Sicilian, on ! " Oli ! iiad they deem'd 
'Twas I who led that rescue, they had spurn'd 
Mine aid, though 'twas deliverance ; and their looks 
Had fallen, like blights, upon me. — Tliere is one, 
Whose eye ne'er tum'd on mine, hut its blue light 
Grew softer, trembling through the dewy mist 
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Raised by deep tenderness ! — Oh might the soul 
Set in tiiat eye, shine on me ere I perisli ! 
Is 't not her voice ? 

Constance enters^ speaking to a Nun, who turns into 

anotherpath. 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! happy they, kind sister, 
Whom thus ye tend ; for it is theirs to fall 
Witli brave men side by side, when the i*oused heart 
Beats proudly to tlie last ! — ^There are high souls 
Whose hope was such a deatli, and 'tis denied I 

(She approaches Raimond.^ 
Young warrior, is there aught — thou here, my Raimond ! 
Thou here — and thus ! — Oh ! b this joy or woe f 

RAIMOND. 

Joy, be it joy, my own, my blessed love. 
E'en on the grave's dim verge ! — ^yes ! it is joy ! 
My Constance ! victors have been crown'd, ere now, 
With the green shining laurel, when their brows 
Wore deatli's own impress — ^and it may be thus 
E'en yet, with me ! — ^They freed me, when the foe 
Had half prevail'd, and I have proudly eam'd. 

GO 



^^^^^9H^H 
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■ 


With my heart 


's dearesl blood, the meed to die 


^m 


Wilhin ihioe ai 


Oh ! speak iiol thus — lo die 


1 


These; wounds 


niHy yet be closed. 






(Ski: altemplt lo bind his tvounds.) 




Ixwk on me, 


bve ! 


Why. there is j 


more than life in thy glad mien, 




'Tis full of hqje ! and from ihy kindled eye 




Breaks e'eii ue 


■wonted liglil, whose ardent ray 




Seems born to 


be Immortal ! 





RAIMOND. 

Tis e'en so ! 
The parting soul doth gather all her fires 
Around her ; all her glorious hopes, and dreams, 
And burning aspiralioos, to illume 
Tlie shadowy dimness of th' untrodden padi 
Which lies before her ; and, encircled dius, 
Awhile she sits in dying eyes, and thence 
Sends forth her bright farewell. Thy gende cares 
Are vain, and yet I bless diem. 

CONSTANCE. 

Say, not vain ; 
The dying look not thus. We shall not part ! 
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RAIMOND. 

I have seen death ere now, and known liim wear 
Full many a changeful aspect. 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! but none 
Radiant as thine, my warrior ! — ^Thou wilt live ! 
Look round thee !— all is simshine — is not this 
A smiling world ? 

RAIMOND. 

Aye, gentlest love, a world 
Of joyous beauty and magnificence. 
Almost too fair to leave ! — ^Yet must we tame 
Our ardent hearts to this ! — Oh, weep thou not ! 
There is no home for liberty, or love, 
Beneath these festal skies ! — Be not deceived ; 
My way lies far beyond ! — I shall be soon 
Tiiat viewless thing which, with its mortal weeds 
Casting off meaner passions, yet, we trust. 
Forgets not how to love ! 

CONSTANCE. 

And must this be ? 
Heaven, thou art merciful ! — Oh ! bid our souls 
Depart togetlier ! 

RAIMOND. 

Constance ! there is strength 
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Within thy penile heart, which halh been proved 

Nohly, for me : — Arouse ii once again ! 

Tliy grief unmaos me — mid I fain would meet 

Tlini which approacbes, as a brare man yields 

Willi (iroud siibmiasinii to a mightier foe. 

— It is upon me now ! 

CONSTANCE. 

1 will be calm. 
Let thy licad rest upon my bosom, Raimond, 
And I will so suppress its quick deep sobs, 
They ■AvM !>ul rock thee to Thy rest. There is 
A world, (aye, let us seek it !) where no bbglit 
Falls oil (be beautiful rose of youth, and there 
I shall be with thee soon ! 

Pkociua an<f Anselmo enter. Procida on seeing 
Raihonu starts back. 

AKsy.LHHi. 

Lilt uj) thy head, 
Brave youth, exuhingly ! for lo ! thine hour 
Ol' glory conies ! — Oh ! doth it come loo late ? 
K'cu now till- fiilse Albert i hMh confess'd 
That guilty plot, for wliich iliy life whs doom'd 
To be til' aioriemeni. 
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RAIMOND. 

Tis enough ! Rejoice, 
Rejoice, my Constance ! for I leave a name 
O'er which thou may'st weep proudly ! 

(He nnks back,) 

To tliy breast 
Fold me yet closer, for an icy dart 
Hath touch'd my veins. 

CONSTANCE. 

And must thou leave me, Raimond f 
Alas ! thine eye grows dim — its wandering glance 
Is iiill of dreams. 

RAIMOND. 

Haste, haste, and tell my father 
I was no traitor ! 

PBOCiDA (rushing forward). 
To that father's heart 
Return, forgiving all thy wrongs, return ! 
Speak to me, Raimond ! — ^Tliou wert ever kind. 
And brave, and gentle ! Say that all tlic past 
Shall be forgiven 1 That word from none but thee 
My lips e'er ask'd. — Speak to me once, my boy. 
My pride, my hope ! — And is it with thee thus ? 
Look on me yet ! — Oh ! must this woe be borne ? 



THE VESPERS 



Off WTlli lliis weight of cbalas ! it is not raucl 

For a cronm'd conqueror ! — Hark, tlie irumpel's voice ! 

('w2 found of (riumphatU munc t« heard, gradiiaUy 
approaching.) 
Is 't not a tiirilling call ? — What drowsy spell 
Beuurabs me ihus ? — Hence ! I ani free again ! 
Now- swell your festal strains, ihe fielJ is won ! 
Sing me to glorious dreains. (Ht diet.J 

ANSEliStQ. 

The strife is past. 
Tiierc (led a noble spirit ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Hush ! he sleeps — 

Disturb him not I 

AKSELMO. 

Alas I ibis is no sleep 
From which the eye doib radiantly unclose : 
Bow down thy soul, for ennhly liopc is o'er ! 



(The ». 



sic cottl'mves approaching. GuiDO enter*, 
nth CnizEKs and Soldiers. _) 



The sluines are deck'd. the festive torches blaze — 
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VVliere is our brave deliverer f — ^We are come 
To crown Palermo's victor ! 

ANSELMO. 

Ye come late. 
The voice of human praise doth send no echo 
Into the world of spirits. 

(The music ctases.) 
PROCiDA (after a pause). 
Is this dust 
I look on — Raimond ! — 'tis but sleep — a smile 
On his pale cheek sits proudly. Raimond, wake ! 
Oh, God ! and this was his triumphant day ! 
My son, my injured son ! 

CONSTANCE (starting). 

Art thou his father ? 
I know thee now. — Hence ! with thy dark stem eye. 
And thy cold heart ! — ^Thou canst not wake him now ! 
Away ! he will not answer but to ine, 
For none like me hath loved him ! He is mine ! 
Ye shall not rend him from me. 

PROCIDA. 

Oh ! he knew 
Thy love, poor maid ! — Shrink from me now no more ! 
He knew thy heart — ^but wlio shall tell him nou 
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The depth, th' inienseness, and the agony, 

Of my suppresa'd afli.'clion ? — I have leamM 

All liis lii^h north in lime — lo deck his grave ! 

Is there ntrt power in Ihe strong spirit's woe 

To force an answer from t!ie viewless world 

Of the ilepiitWd ? — Rnimond ! — Speak ! forgive 

Raimond ! my victor, my deliverer, heai' ! 

Why, what a world is this ! — ^Truili ever bursts 

On the dork soul too late : And glory crowns 

Th' unconscious dead ! And an hour comes to break 

The niighliesi hcttns ! — My son ! my son ! is this 

A day of triunipli ? — Aye, for thee alone ! 

(He ihruu-s kimself upon the body of Baiuond.^) 



[ Curtain faih. 
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